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Principal's  Message 

I  should  hope,  as  the  third  edition  of 
the  Torch  nears  completion,  that  it  may  be 
said  that  this  annual  publication  is  becoming 
a  tradition  in  Dundalk  District  High  School. 
It  is  the  responsibility  of  the  students  in 
the  lower  grades  to  live  up  to  the  standards 
set  by  the  Editorial  Staffs  of  the  past  three 
years  and  to  see  to  it  that  the  Torch  becomes 
an  integral  part  of  this  school's  life. 

No  one  would  think  of  questioning  the 
value  of  a  Year  Book  as  a  creative  medium  and 
as  a  priceless  record  of  our  school  activities, 

To  the  year  book  editor  and  his  assist- 
ants, we  would  express  our  congratulations  and 
thanks.   We  hope  that,  in  giving  us  so  much, 
you  also  have  derived  some  satisfaction  and  a 
sense  of  accomplishment. 

Our  thanks  is  extended,  as  well,  to  our 
advertisers,  whose  generosity  and  co-operation 
makes  this  publication  possible. 

May  we  all,  in  future  years,  look  back 
through  these  pages  to  enjoy  again,  in  retro- 
spect, the  school  year  1959-60. 
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EDITORIAL 


During  this  past  school  year,  many  activities 
have  taken  place.   In  this  book  we  hope  that  these 
activities  nave  been  faithfully  reproduced,  so  that 
sometime  in  the  future  these  pages  will  help  you 
remember  your  "high-school  days." 

It  has  been  rumored  that  an  addition  is  to  be 
built  to  the  school.   If  so,  1  hope  that  it  will  be 
possible  for  future  Yearbooks  to  have  a  separate 
room  for  their  use.   This  year,  the  Torch  shared 
quarters  with  P.T.  equipment  and  Cadet  equipment, 
and  the  fact  that  anyone  could  enter  the  room  when 
they  wished  caused  several  serious  delays. 

I  would  like  to  thank  the  staff  of  the  Torch, 
the  publishers,  advertisers,  students  and  anyone 
else  who  has  contributed  to  the  Torch. 
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TORCH  STAFF 


Editor Walt  Zvanita js 

Assistant  Editor Andy  Bite 

Girl's  Sports Sylvia  Galbraith 

Boy's  Sports Boniface  Vaivods 

Social  Events Delbert  Russell 

Artists judy  Stewart 

_  Fred  Goheen 

Staff  representative. Mr.  Gemmell 


Valedictory  Address  For  Class  '59 
Is  Given  By  Barry  Evans  Koehler 


Following  is  the  Valedictory  of  the 
class  of  1959,  Dundalk  District  High 
School,  as  given  by  Barry  Koehler  at  the 
Commencement  Exercises  on  Nov.  26: 

As  I  stand  here  to-hight,  my  first 
inclination  is  to  step  out  to  the  edge, 
glance  upward,  and  see  if  those  school 
initials  are  still  in  place.  It  seems 
to  me  that  at  least  one  has  always  had 
a  tendency  to  sag. 

At  Commencement,,  a  graduate  ex- 
periences a  mixture  of  emotions-regret 
that  he  (or  she)-  they  say  that  girls 
do  graduate,  sometimes  .  .  that  he  can 
no  longer  participate  in  the  extra - 
curriculas  activities,  and  relief  at  hav- 
ing completed  the  academic  studies. 

Our  minds  go  back  to  the  first  year 
of  high  school-lowly  members  of  Grade 
Nine,  numbering  in  all  some  forty-odd 
pupils.  Ours  was  the  first  Grade  Nine 
to  enroll  in  the  new  high  school.  In- 
itiations were  not  the  order  of  the  day 
that  year.  We  were  happy  later  to  in- 
stitute this  procedure  for  subsequent 
Grade  Niners.  Mr.  Bielby  was  our  prin- 
cipal, but  one  year  of  constant  assoc- 
iation with  us  was  all  he  managed  to 
endure  as,  at  the  end  of  the  school 
year,  he  and  several  other  members  of  the 
staff  betook  themselves  to  greener  fields. 

Mr.  Young,  our  next  principal,  was 
of  sterner  stuff,  and  stayed  with  us  for 
two  years.   With  the  production  of  our 
first  winning  basketball  team,  new  life 
was  given  to  our  school  spirit.   Although 
Mr.  Young  might  be  termed  a  non- conform- 
ist as  principals  go,  I,  as  well  as  many 
others,  feel  that  he  added  a  great  deal 
to  our  years  as  high  school  students. 

As  we  entered  Grade  Twelve,  Mr.  Saw- 
yers had  been  engaged  as  principal,  and 
he  indeed  has  been  brave  and  long  suffer- 
ing.  He  has  weathered  the  ups  and  downs 
of  two  years  and  has  embarked  on  his  third 
year  in  that  capacity. 

During  1957-58  we  edited  and  publish- 
ed our  first  high  school  year  book,  The 
Torch.  Many  hidden  talents  amongst  the 
student  body  came  to  light  as  we  compiled 
these  books.   The  typing  was  done  entire- 
ly by  the  students,  as  was  the  art  work. 
Having  been  privileged  (I  use  the  word 
loosely)  to  actively  participate  in  the 
preparation  of  these  year  books,  I  would 
say  now  that  I  feel  that  the  work  involved 
was  well  worthwhile,  but  I  would  like  to 
say  to  the  students  that  when  your  pre- 
sent editor,  Walt  Zvanitajs,  gets  on  your 


back  to  do  a  little  work  on  the  year  book, 
olease  comply.   He's  not  a  slave-driver 
at  heart  -  he  would  just  like  to  have  the 
book  published  before  June. 

I'd  like  to  take  this  opportunity 
of  Daying  tribute  to  four  of  the  most  pat- 
ient people  in  D.D.H.S.-Ed  and  Mrs.  Mc- 
Vicar,  and  Doug  and  Mrs.  Mitchell.   (I 
suppose  it  should  be  Mr.  McVicar  and  Mr. 
Mitchell,  but  I  know  that  if  I  were  to 
call  them  that  to-night,  they'd  wonder 
what  caused  the  change).  We  students  al- 
ways seemed  to  possess  the  knack  of  walk- 
ing across  freshly-scrubbed  floors  with 
muddy  running  shoes,  and  I'm  sure  that  the 
crash  of  breaking  dishes  sounded  continu- 
ous to  the  Mitchells.   However,  although 
we  may  not  have  been  the  recipients  of 
sweet  smiles  at  these  times,  we  never  got 
the  callings-down  that  we  deserved. 

There  are  others,  who,  I'm  sure,  have 
us  well  -  instilled  in  their  memories — 
happily  or  otherwise.  Mrs.  Byrnes,  although 
giving  us  a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  French 
language,  must  have  felt  quite  frustrated 
in  her  efforts  to  pass  on  a  little  culture 
and  refinement.   I'm  sure  Mr.  Allen  was 
pleased  with  us,  though — we  helped  him 
succeed  in  his  ambition  to  produce  a  play, 
even  if  he  was  reduced  to  tearing  his  hair 
at  times,  during  the  process.   But  there 
is  one  person  who  deserves  a  medal — Miss 
Graham.   She  endured  our  entirely  masculine 
Grade  Thirteen  for  one  whole  year,  never 
breaking  down  through  episodes  of  coffee- 
brewing  and  cookie-stealing.   After  such 
a  display  of  fortitude,  she  deserves  an 
honourary  membership  in  our  great  society, 
the  Hoyyamoyyans . 

It  seems  customary  in  valedictories 
to  give  a  short  dissertation  on  some 
fundamental  principle  of  life  that  the 
speaker  has  learned  in  his  years  as  a 
struggling  student.   Never  one  to  break  with 
tradition,  I'm  going  to  put  in  my  two 
cents'  worth.  It's  not  profound,  and 
definitely  not  original,  but  notwithstanding. 

It  seems  to  be  the  case  that  too 
many  high  school  students  (regrettably, 
myself  included)  are  inclined  to  be  too 
trusting  (or  too  disinterested)   as  regards 
what  they  are  taught.   Pupils  sit,  never 
questioning  a  teacher,  and  taking  the 
text  book  as  the  absolute  and  final  word. 
Who  would  think  of  doubting  such  oracles? 
Nevertheless,  they  really  ought  to  be  doubted. 
It's  not  enough  merely  to  know  certain 
laws  and  facts,  but  you  must  know  the  reasons 
behind  these.   But  don't  just  stick  up 
your  hand,  and  burble  happily,  "Why  teach, 
why?"  Try  to  formulate  some  reasonable 
theory  to  justify  the  law,  and  then  ask 
for  verification  of  its  correctness. 
Besides  starting  yourself  thinking,  your 
teacher  will  appreciate  it,  too.   He's 
probably  so  accustomed  to  talking  to  a  large 
group  of  glazed  expressions,  that  the 
words  come  automatically,  while  he  sits 
thinking  about  what  a  stolid  bunch  of  clods 
he  has  in  front  of  him.  Why  not  change 
the  regrettable  truth  of  statement  by  Dr. 
Bissell  of  the  University  of  Toronto: 
"Lectures  go  from  the  notes  of  the  professor 
into  the  notes  of  the  pupil  without  passing 
through  the  minds  of  either!"  To  put 


it  bluntly,  try  thinking! 

I  suppose  that  all  I  have  been  doing 
for  most  of  the  last  few  minutes  is  re- 
miniscing, but  then,  a  valedictory  is  a 
farewell  address,  and  what  a  graduate 
is  really  saying  good-bye  to  is  an 
assortment  of  pleasant  memories.   I'm  sure 
that  I  complained  bitterly  at  times 
during  high  school  about  how  hard  I  was 
worked,  but  all  I  can  remember  now  is  how 
much  fun  it  was. 


'OUR  EDITOR" 


'»T! 


As   seen  by 
>   l|,  —5  Fred  Goheen 


Our  Editor  didn't   have 
everything  his   own  way. 


All  work  and  no   play  makes 
Walt  a  dull  boy. 


BonnieJ    The   lettering   is 
upside-down. 


Many  hours  were   spent 
in  worry. 


It  never  got  him  down. 
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Mr.  H.  Gemmell 
B.A. 


Sitting:   Left  to  right:   Head  Girl,   Barbara  JtacDonald," 
Treasurer,   Elaine  Zeggil,'  Social  Convener,   Shirley  Ritchie,' 
Girls'  Student  Rep.,  Sylvia  Galbraith,   Girls'   Athletic  Rep., 
Connie  Moore J 

Standing:   Left  to  right:  Secretary,   Ralph  Russell^   Lunch 
Convener,   Fred  GoheenJ   Literary  Convener,  Walt  ZvanitajsJ 
Head  Boy,   Ken  Patterson;   Boys'  Student  Rep.,   Bill  ReaJ 
Boys'   Athletic  Rep.,   Ed  Minard . 


THE  STUDENTS   COUNCIL 


Head  Girl,   Barbara  MacDonald  and  Head  Boy,    Ken  Patterson 


Sitting:   1.   to  r.  Andy  Bite,  Assistant  Editor;  Walt  Zvanitajs 
Editor;  Sylvia  Galbraith,  Girls'  Sports;  Judy  steTOrt<   Art; 

Standing:  l.to  r:   Fred  Goheon,   Art,"  Boniface  Vaivods,  Boys' 
SportsS  Delbert  Russell,  Social  Reporter. 
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GRADE  1 3 


NAME:  Tom  Beatty 

RENAMED:  Thos. 

AMBITION:  Owner  of  a  supermarket. 

DESTINATION:  Young's. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  You'll  kill  us  all. 

PET  PEEVE:  Dune. 


NAME:  Jack  Black 

RENAMED:  Big  fellow 

AMBITION:  To  be  early. 

DESTINATION:  Hound-dog  man. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Hey,  Big  Fred,  let's  went! 

PET  PEEVE:  He  says,  "I  aren't  got. none." 


/f. 


NAME:  Ron  Elliot 

RENAMED:  Ron 

AMBITION:  None. 

DESTINATION:  The  Quiet  Village. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  You  stupid  »#$*  &)(*+!!< 

PET  PEEVE:  Those  ditches. 
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NAME:  Albert  Gilkes 

RENAMED:  Einstein 

AMBITION:  To  take  up  residence  in  the  pool  hall. 

DESTINATION:  Getting  squatters'  rights  at  D.D.H.S, 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Just  think,  next  year  I'll  vote. 

PET  PEEVE:  Pereniall  Grade  XIII »ers. 


NAME:  Fred  Goheen 

RENAMED:  F.J.G. 

AMBITION:  Mechanic. 

DESTINATION:  Hemphill's. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  That'll  teach  'em. 

PET  PEEVE:  Dodging  two  maple  trees. 


NAME:  Barbara  McDonald 

RENAMED:  Babs 

AMBITION:  Teacher. 

DESTINATION:  Teaching  judo. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Well  how  about  that  now! 

PET  PEEVE:  Unsteady  steadies. 


NAME:  Bill  McCormick 

RENAMED:  Mouch 

AMEITION:  Secretary  for  Mickey  Mouse  Club, 

DESTINATION:  Disneyland. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  But  this  is  my  last  one! 

PET  PEEVE:  Petty  debtors. 


NAME:  Muriel  McQuarrie 
RENAMED:  Mick 
AMBITION:  Teacher. 
DESTINATION:  Beach-comber. 
FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Take  that! 
PET  PEEVE:  Chicken  rings. 


mm" 


^'1 
1 


NAME:  Shirley  Nicholls 

RENAMED:  The  Long-nailed  Kiki  Bird. 

AMBITION:  Nurse. 

DESTINATION:  Laundry  detail. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  KiiiiiiiJJJ 

PET  PEEVE:  Patterson. 
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NAME:  Ken  Patterson 

RENAMED:  "Preach" 

AMBITION:  To  play  basketball. 

DESTINATION:  Girls'  basketball  team. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Yes  Miss  Graham! 

PET  PEEVE:  Girl  basketball  players. 


NAME:  Ron  Springgay 

RENAMED:  Rocket 

AMBITION:  To  re-write  the  basketball  rules. 

DESTINATION:  Columnist  for  Mad. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  I  didn't  fool. 

PET  PEEVE:  Stationary  maple  trees. 
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NAME:  Walt  Zvanitajs 

RENAMED:  Bull 

AMBITION:  To  become  a  millionaire. 

DESTINATION:  Playing  an  accordion  on  street  corners. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  When  will  you  have  this  tire  fixed' 

FET  PEEVE:  People  who  don't. 
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GRADE  12 


NAME:  Bessie  Batchelor 

RENAMED:  Bess 

AMBITION:  To  have  her  hog  win  first  prize. 

DESTINATION:  Working  in  Young's  abbatoir. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  What?  Only  fifth? 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Getting  baskets  for  the  girls'  team. 


NAME:  Andy  Bite 

RENAMED:  Andy 

AMBITION:  To  open  a  speed  shop  in  Dundalk. 

DESTINATION:  Being  undersold  by  "Hot  Rod"  Werry. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  "CENSORED" 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Going  to  nay's  parties. 


NAME:   Shirley  Cooper 

RENAMED:   Curley  Shupper 

AMBITION:   Nil. 

DESTINATION:   Push-cart  pilot  at  the  R&W. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   Ho J   Ho J   Hoi 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Punching  cash  registers. 


NAME:   Tom  Connolly 

RENAMED:   Tommy 

AMBITION:   To  get  in  by  5  a.m. 

DESTINATION:   Stuck  in  the  middle  of  nowhere  at  6  a.m. 

FAVOURITE  3AYING:   These  roads. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   There  are  those  pink  elephants  again. 
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NAME:  Lyle  Ferris 

RENAMED :  Ferry 

AMBITION:  First  man  on  the  moon 

DESTINATION:  Cookie  cutter  in  a  Chinese  Cookie  Factory 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Anybody  got  a  hanky! 

FAVOURITE  FASTIME:  Flaying  basketball. 


NAME:  Janet  Holmes 

RENAMED:  "The  I.B.M.  Machine" 

AMBITION:  To  teach  in  public  school. 

DESTINATION:  President  of  the  Atomic  Energy  Commision. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Since  E=Mc2 ,  therefore 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Playing  tidly-winks. 


NAME:   Duncan  Goheen 
RENAMED:   Dun que 
AMBITION:   Civil  Engineer. 
DESTINATION:   Miles  from  civilization. 
FAVOURITE  SAYING:   You're  ignorant  Goheen(hic) . 
FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Shooting  defenceless  rabbits. 


NAME:   Sylvia  Galbraith 

RENAMED:   Brewer 

AMBITION:   Interior  designer. 

DESTINATION:   Plasterer. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   StoppitJ 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Plastering  basketball  players. 
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NAME:   Elgin  Gott 

RENAMED:   Algae 

AMBITION:   Muscle  building  course. 

DESTINATION:   Formulating  Gott's  Law. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   If  you  Gott  to  go,  then  you  Gott  to  go. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Going. 
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NAME:  Ed  Jack 

RENAMED:  Eddy 

AMBITION:  To  outlast  Mclntyre  on  Saturday  night, 

DESTINATION:  Staying  horns  and  watching  the  sow 

FAVOURITE  SATING:  Who  made  this? 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME;  Making  his  own. 


NAME:  Jeanette  Lockhart 
RENAMED:  The  Same 

AMBITION:  To  glare  defiantly  at  the  teachers. 
DESTINATION:  Being  expelled  for  impertinence. 
FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Row's  that? 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Trying  to  start  a  Hitler  Youth 

Movement . 


NAME:   John  Mclntyre 

RENAMED:   Johnny 

AMBITION:   To  become  an  O.P.P. 

DESTINATION:   To  join  brother  Don  with  a  still  on  the  hill. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   What  do  you  mean?  I'm  21. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Ripping  up  Osprey. 


NAME:   Ed  Minard 

RENAMED :   Eddie 

AMBITION:   To  get  with  a  cheerleader. 

DESTINATION:   To  be  manager  of  Dundalk  Motors. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   CENSORED. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Doing  the  same. 


NAME:  Connie  Moore 

RENAMED:  Hermann 

AMBITION:  President  of  the  Temperance  League. 

DESTINATION:  Sampler  for  Smirnoffs. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Stop  that!  It  tickles! 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Watching  the  moonshine  in  the  bush. 


14 


NAME:  Nettie  Moore 

RENAMED:  Chester 

AMEITION:  Teacher 

DESTINATION:  Working  the  back  forty  with  John. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Oh:  D I 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Listening  to  hairy  jokes. 


NAME:  Agnes  Mulhall 

RENAMED:  Aggie 

AMBITION:  Doctor. 

DESTINATION:  Sharpening  scalples. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Is  the  new  issue  of  "Musclepower"  in? 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Wearing  daffodil-blue  leotards. 


NAME:  Betty  Porter 
RENAMED:  Porter 

AMBITION:  To  go  around  the  world  in  eighty  days. 
DESTINATION:  Photographer  for  "Confidential". 
FAVOURITE  SAYING:  "Oh" 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Trying  to  break  the  Olympic  Decathalon 

record. 


NAME:  Jean  Ray 

RENAMED:  "Blondie"? 

AMBITION:  To  be  a  speedy  operator. 

DESTINATION:  Liriesman  for  the  Bell. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Ya  slob! 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Having  "wild" parties. 


*  -1 


NAME:   Shirley  Ritchie 

RENAMED:   Shirl 

AMBITION:   Nurse 

DESTINATION:   Testing  bubble  baths. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   Well,  hello  there. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Baby-sitting  "literally", 
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NAME:   Ralph  Russell 

RENAMED:   R.G. 

AMBITION:   College  man. 

DESTINATION:   Kindergarten. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   I'm  no  asset  to  this  class. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Taking  Elaine's  pen. 


NAME:   Shirley  Stewart 

RENAMED:   Stew 

AMBITION:   To  agree  with  Mr.  Clute. 

DESTINATION:   Manager  of  the  Cut  Rate. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:   A  -  Wunnerful  -  A  -  Wunnerful. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Anything. 


NAME:  Anna  Marie  Stoddart 
RENAMED:  Mossy 
AMBITION:  To  get  a  Jack 
DESTINATION: "The  Black  hand" 
FAVOURITE  SAYING:  0'  that  wasn't  aioe. 
FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Doing  homework  wrong. 


NAME:  Boniface  Vaivods 
RENAMED:  Joe 
AMBITION:  To  buy  a  car. 
DESTINATION:  Driving  a  Go-Cart. 
FAVOURITE  SAYING:  I'm  just  a  bit  dizzy. 
FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Studying  the  complete  works 
of  D.H.  Lawrence. 


NAME:   Jeannette  Uellwood 

RENAMED:   Red 

AMBITION:   Nurse 

DESTINATION:   Diaper  Duty  at  Patterson's. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  Who  says  I  can't  say  psghetti? 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Pretending  to  watch  the  late  show. 


16 


NAME:  Mary  Whalls 

RENAMED:  Wally 

AMBITION:  Secret. 

DESTINATION:  Testing  red  hair  dye. 

FAVOURITE  SAYING:  UNPRINTABLE. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:  Chewing  bear  hides. 


NAME:   Elaine  Zeggil 

RENAMED:   Zane 

AMBITION:   English  Teacher 

DESTINATION:   Test-pilot  in  a  wheel-barrow  factory. 

FAVOURITE  SAYiNG:   No  Jeannie,  I  won't  scratch  your  back. 

FAVOURITE  PASTIME:   Graeco-Roman  wrestling. 


NAME:  Juris  Zvanitajs 

RENAMED:  Jerk 

AMBITION:  To  become  a  cosmopolitan  playboy. 

DESTINATION:  No  wheels  and  winging  it. 

FAVORITE  SAYING:  No,  I  won't  take  you  uptown I 

FAVORITE  PASTIME:  Sleeping. 
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"ISLAND   MOON" 

She  stood  on  the  deck  of  the  'Santa 
Maria' ,  her  face  lined  with  little  wrinkles 
that  did  not  go  well  with  her  beautiful 
features.   She,  Gina  Liosandy,  was  going 
home.   Home!   The  thought  nearly  made  her 
laugh.   The  piece  of  paper  in  her  hand  flut- 
tered.  For  the  hundredth  time  she  read  it 
over. 

"My  dearest,  beloved,  sister,  Gina 
Liosandy — "  the  beginning  was  typical  of 
her  rebel  brother,  who  loved  formalities. 

Oh  well "The  island  is  as  prosperous 

and  beautiful  as  ever  but  lacks  the  family. 
You,  Gina,  is  all  I  have  left  so  hear  my 
prayer  and  return  to  share  this,  my  haven, 
as  our  divine  and  noble  father  would  have 
wished  it  to  be.   I  have  learned;  I  am  chan- 
ged.  Let  me  prove  to  you  I  am  deserving 
of  the  name  Soranda  Liosandy.   All  is  in 
readiness  for  your  arrival.   Do  not  forsake 
your  respectful,  obedient  servant, 

your  brother, 

Soranda  Liosandy. 

She  did  not  believe  him.   He  was  no 
good!  Of  this  she  was  convinced.   And  yet, 
perhaps. . .she  hoped  that  ten  years  in  a 
Spanish  prison  had  changed  him  for  the 
better. 

The  beautiful  island  of  her  ancestors 
loomed  in  sight.   It  was  for  this  she  had 
come,  for  this,  and  to  once  more  set  flowers 
by  her  father's  tomb. 

The  'Santa  Maria'  docked.   A  negro  boy 
carried  her  luggage  to  shore.   Soranda 
Liosandy  waited  for  her.   He  was  tall  and 
darkly  handsome.   "Nina  I"  Arms  outstreched, 
he  stepped  toward  her — "Welcome  to  our  home  !" 

Her  eyes  swam.   In  the  distance  she  saw 
the  grim  towers  of  the  Liosandy  castle, 
built  many  centuries  ago.   Sue  closed  her 
eyes  and  was  a  child  again,  singing  in  the 
garden,  laughing  with  her  charming  native 
mother,  riding  with  her  father,  whom  she 
loved  with  a  fierce  devotion. 

A  rough  hand  touched  her  arm.   "Come 
Nina,"  Soranda 's  voice  reproached  her, 
"we  must  be  off  to  the  castle.   Would  you 
keep  us  all  waiting?"  He  gestured  to  a 
group  of  people  standing  near.   "Oh.  I 
am  sorry,  forgive  me."  She  turned  to  them, 
apoligizing.   Soranda  smiled  forgivingly, 
"You  are  forgiven  child." 

Angrily,  she  turned  to  him.  He  had  not 
lost  his  impudence  and  swaggering  manner. 
Innocently  he  smiled  at  her. 

She  entered  the  waiting  coach  with  a 
feeling  of,  forboding. 

The  wine  was  sweet  and  tasty;  the  music 
was  beautiful;  the  guests  were  gay,  and  she, 
as  in  the  days  of  yore,  was  a  great  success. 
It  was  a  wonderful  party.  Perhaps  Soranda 
had  changed.  It  was  unlike  the  Soranda  she 
knew  to  give  this  party  in  her  honour. 
She  looked  about  for  him. 

"Have  you  seen  my  brother,  senor?" 
She  smiled. 

"Why  he  was " 

A  scream  shattered  the  gayety.  Again 
it  came,  then  stopped  abrubtly  leaving 
heavy  silence  in  the  room. 

"The  Garden!"  Excited  voices  rose. 

Nina  pushed  through  the  crowd. 
"What  is  it?  What  has  happened?" 

"Stay  away  !  This  is  not  for  a  woman's 
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eyes  to  see.   Back  !  A  black  bearded  man 
shouted  at  her. 

"I  am  Nina  Liosandy.   I  will  see  what 
there  is  to  see." 

"No,  I  beg  you.   No  '.  'Tis  death  !" 
She  brushed  past  him.   The  circle  of  men 
reluctantly  separated  and  let  her  through. 

She  stared.   The  girl  lay  naked,  a  dag- 
ger in  her  breast.  Marked  on  her  forehead 
in  her  own  red  blood  was  a  new  moon.   Sobbing, 
Nina  fell  on  the  girl  trying  to  cover  the  naked 
form. 

Soranda  stared  blackly  at  the  men.   He 
raised  Nina,  then,  carried  her  swiftly  to 
her  room.   She  wept  gysterically.   He 
slapped  her;  mercifully,  she  fainted. 

The  sun  shone  brightly  through  the  pink 
lace  curtains  of  Nina's  room.   She  streched 
luxiouriously.   Soranda  had  made  a  beautiful 
job  of  her  room.   Redecorating  it  and  putting 
in  the  best  of  the  castle  antiques  was  really 
charming  of  him.   And  the  party  last  night, 

it  really  was  too  wonderful  for She  sat 

up.   The  party  !  The  girl  !  What  had  happened? 

Hastily  she  dressed  and  dashed  down  the 
stairs. 

"Soranda,  the  girl  !  What  happened  to 
her?  How  did  I  get  to  my  room  last  night?" 

Calmly  Soranda  looked  up  from  his 
breakfast. 

"Sit  down,  my  dear."  He  smiled  indul- 
gingly  at  her  disturbed  expression.   "Now 
what  may  Pinto  get  you  for  breakfast?" 

Meekly  she  sat  down  and  looiced  up  like 
a  scolded  child  at  the  black  bearded  man  of 
yesterday.   Involuntarily  she  drew  back. 

"What  does  the  senorita's  heart  desire?" 
Pinto  smiled  at  her. 

"Nothing,  thank  you.   I  am  not  hungry." 

Puzzled,  Pinto  waited. 

"She  will  have  the  same  as  I,"  Soranda 
barked. 

Once  more  anger  welled  up  in  Gina  and 
once  more  she  concealed  it. 

Relief  flooded  her  when  the  heavy 
breakfast  was  completed.   Timidly  she  approach- 
ed Soranda,  on  his  way  to  the  library. 

"May  I  speak  to  you  a  moment,  Soranda?" 
He  looked  at  her  condescendingly. 

"In  the  library." 

And  when  the  door  closed  after  them 

"Well?"  He  was  a  different  Soranda  from 
last  night  or  breakfast.   He  was  polite  no 
longer  but  crude  and  foreward. 

"It  is  of  last  night  I  wish  to  speak, 
of  the  girl."  She  looked  at  him;  his  face, 
again  calm,  betrayed  no  emotion. 

"How  did  I  get  to  my  room?  What  has 
happened  to  the  girl?" 

Silence.   Then  

"I  know  nothing  of  this.   You  fainted,  no 
doubt  due  to  exhaustion,  and  were  taken  to  your 
room  by  Pinto.  If  a  girl  was  there,  she  was 
only  in  your  dreams."  His  visage  was  blank 
of  emotion. 

"I  am  sorry  Soranda,  to  have  so  disturbed 
you,  it  was  a  dream." 

She  left  the  stuffy  smell  of  books  and 
leather  for  the  fragnance  of  the  garden. 

But  it  was  not  a  dream.  She-  remembered 
how  and  where  the  body  had  lain.  Yet  it  was 
gone  and  Soranda  claimed  he  knew  nothing  of 
it.  Yet  what  could  she  do?  Would  her  own 
brother  lie  to  her?  A  tear  trickled  down  her 
cheek.   Resolutely  she  wiped  it  away.  She 
would  go  to  place  flowers  and  light  candles 


once  more  in  her  father's  tomb. 

It  stood  as  of  old,  grim,  forsaken. 
But  this,  she  knew,  was  only  on  the  outside 
Inside  would  be  the  fresh  smell  of  flowers 
and  the  beauty  of  the  freshest  of  these 
would  enhance  the  dreary  walls. 

Ijina  struggled  with  the  door  of  the 
tomb.   It  was  locked  tight.   She  did  not 
understand  it;  it  had  always  been  left  open. 
The  villagers  and  natives  had  come  here  to 
pray  by  her  father's  leaden  cask  and  to 
decorate  the  tomb  with  flowers.  What  had 
happened? 

Nina  approached  her  brother  at  the  even- 
ing meal. 

"Soranda,  what  has  happened  to  father's 

tomb ?"  He  looked  startled,  then 

composed  himself  again.   She  continued,  "I 


tomb  of  evil  deeds.   Let  me  wash  my  father's 
grave  with  the  blood  of  him  who  made  it  evil. 
Lord,  forgive  me  for  the  sin  I  must  commit  !" 
Her  voice  quavered,  and  she  wept  quietly. 

His  stealthy  footsters  grew  clearer. 

She  stood  poised,  ready,  the  dagger 
gleaming  coldly  in  her  shaking  hand.   The  light 
flickered;  it  went  out.   Surprised,  she  gasped. 
The  footsteps  ceased.   With  a  creaking  hi-sssss 
the  door  opened. 

The  dagger  lashed  out  to  be  rewarded  by 
soft,  yielding  flesh.   Again,  and  again  she 
struck.   Soranda  sank  to  the  floor.   "Triumph  I" 
she  thought "trium. ..." 

His  hands  encircled  her  throat.   Fiercely 
she  struggled,  bit,  clawed,  but  to  no  abail. 
Mercifully,  she  fainted. 

Her  head  throbbed;  her  body  ached;  the  knife 


walked  past  there  today  and  finding  some  pretty  was  beside  her.  Moving  painfully  she  picked  it 


flowers  wished  to  lay  them  by  his  side.   But 
I  could  not;  the  door  was  locked.   Soranda 
spoke  tonelessly —  "The  key  was  lost." 

The  clock  chimed  eight.   Soranda.  would 
be  buay  in  the  library  till  ten  as  was  his 
custom. 

Softly  she  stole  down  the  stairs,  through 
the  long  hall  and  into  the  falling  dusk. 

The  garden  shed  supplied  her  with  an  axe 
and  candles. 


up,  now  wet  with  her  blood  also. 

She  dragged  herself  on,  out  into  the  night, 
following,  always  following  his  blood  red 
tracks.   He  would  die.   Of  this  she  was  certain. 
But  to  see  him  die,  for  this  she  suffered  now. 
To  know  that  her  father's  tomb  was  cleansed  of 
him,  before  she  too  must  die. 

Her  -breath  came  in  short  gasps;  she  could 
go  no  further.   Defeat  in  the  end? 

Her  fingers  touched  something  wet. 
Blood  !  It  was  fresh.   Had  she  come  so  far  for 


The  night  was  still  and  dark.   Nothing 
stirred.   A  full  moon  was  rising  quickly.   Therenothing?  No  !  uesperately,  she  crawled  on, 
eerie  in  the>  glow  of  falling  night  waited  the   knife  in  hand, 
tomb.  He  lay  there,  moaning,  hands  outstreched 

She  cut  the  fairest  flowers  she  could  find. towards  the  moon,  while  blood  gushed  from  his 
The  door  gave  way  easily  when  Nina  applied  the  side. 


axe. 

She  stepped  in.   All  was  dark.   Cautious 
of  an  evening  breeze  she  lit  a  candle  and 
walked  slowly  down  the  steep  stairs  and  cor- 
ridor to  the  ancient  tomb. 

The  air  was  damp,  suffocating.   Nina 
pushed  open  the  door  leading  to  the  main  part 
of  the  tomb.   The  door  slammed  after  her. 
Stock  still  she  stopped,  a  scream  frozen  on 
her  lips  ! 

Before  her,  in  the  center  of  the  room, 
infront  of  the  golden  new  moon,  sat  a  naked 
goddess  formed  of  gold.  Her  eyes  were  diamonds; 


He  could  not  outlive  her;  of  this  she  was 
determined.   Too  weak  to  go  further  she  raised 
the  dagger  and  threw  it  straight  at  his  naked 
bosom. 

As  he  grasped  the  dagger  with  his  hands, 
his  eyes  found  hers  hatefully  till  glazed 
with  oncoming  death  they  searched  out  the 
moon. 

Joyfully  she  smiled;  she  had  triumphed. 
The  tomb  cleansed  with  his  blood,  and  open  to 
life  and  love,  would  once  more  have  The 
Father's  blessing. 

He  made  his  last  sacrifice,  she  thought, 


her  lips  glowed  as  only  rubies  glowed;  her  hair  and  closed  her  eyes  to  welcome  the  creeping 
studded  with  the  splendour  of  every  glittering  shadow  of  death, 
stone  that  earth  could  give,  and  by  her  feet         A  shadow  passes  across  the  moon;  a 
lay  treasure  of  unutterable  beauty.  breeze  gently  stirs;  a  life  is  gone  and  a 

The  treasure  of  her  forefathers,  of  wealthym0°n  is  once  more  good,  and  loving,  to  an  is- 
men,  wno  now  were  penniless,  robbed  of  all,  by 
a  madman  brother  who  worshipped  a  devil  goddess 
of  the  moon. 

But  not  at  treasure  nor  at  goddess  did 
Nina  gape.   Before  this  heathen  idol,  naked 
like  the  evil  queen  herself,  lay  the  girl  Nina 
had  seen  in  the  garden ! 

It  was  not  a  dream.   Her  brother  had  lied  ! 
He  had  committed  sacrilege  against  God  and 
sinned  shamelessly  against  the  island  and  its 
master.   The  blot  on  the  Liosandy  name  could 
only  vanish  when  washed  in  this  madman's  blood. 
A  jewelled  dagger  glimmered  in  the  sleeping 
maiden's  breast  to  keep  her  evermore  at  peace, 
and  rest. 

He  was  mad  !  He  was  evil !  How  many  besides 
this  sleeping  girl  had  born  the  mark  of  a  new 
moon,  and  suffered  as  a  sacrifice  for  a  pagan 
goddess?  Nina  dropped  to  her  knees  and  tore  the 
dagger  from  its  innocent  bed. 

"Lord  I  Lord!  Hear  me,  my  God,  though 
veil  I  know  that  evil  spirits  dwell  in  this 
pla«e.   Bend  thine  ear!  Be  merciful  I  Let  this 
dagger  be  the  tool  that  shall  cleanse  this 


land  basking  in  its  glory.        Erika  Teicht 

Ode  To  My  Digestive  System 

Oesophagus,  you  gulp  lor  me, 
And  make  my  food  go  down ; 
0 ,  slimy  stomach  walls  expand 
To  tighten  up  my  gown. 

0  pancreas  of  purple  hue 
And  small  intestine  thinner; 
With  gastric  juices  squelching  out 
To  mix  and  churn  my  dinner. 

0  duodenum  with  your  bile 
Oozing  from  my  liver, 
Emulsifying  all  the  while 
A  green  and  flowing  river. 


Absorbing  all  the  end  products 

The  villi  wave  like  wheat ; 

Blood  vessels  curl  inside  of  these 

To  make  my  life  complete. 

Janina  Nawrot  & 
Judy  Stewart 
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His  Brother's  Keeper 

When  somebody  knocked  on  the  cell  door 
Judd  sprang  to  his  feet  and  peered  through 
the  bars. 

"I've  got  a  visitor  for  you"  said  the 
guard  and  nodded  to  the  man  standing  beside 
him.  It  was  Judd's  older  brother  Charlie, 
and  it  was  very  plain  to  see  that  he  was  not 
in  a  good  mood. 

Charlie  did  not  even  enter  the  cell  but 
spoke  through  the  bars.  "What  are  you  in 
here  for  this  time ?  Robbery ?  Arsen ?  Being  a 
drunk e  Or  did  you  finally  get  up  enough  cour- 
age to  go  out  and  kill  some  little  kid  V  What- 
ever it  is,  you  can  damn  well  get  yourself  out 
of  it  this  time".  Charlie  put  a  lot  of  emphas- 
is on  the  word,  yourselfl 

"Don't  fly  off  the  handle,  Chuck,"  said 
Judd  in  as  soothing  a  voice  as  he  could  manage 
"It's  not  as  bad  as  you  make  it  to  be."  I'm 
charged  with  drunken  driving  and  hit'n  run. 
The  guy  I  hit  came  out  of  it  with  only  a  few 
bruises  on  his  body  but  the  cops  are  trying  to 
make  a  federal  case  out  of  it.  By  the  way, 
bail  has  been  set  at  $800.00."  Judd  looked  at 
his  brother  hopefully. 

Charlie  sighed  and  he  seemed  to  grow  about 
ten  years  older.   "Look  kid,  this  is  the  four- 
th time  in  six  months  I've  had  to  spring  you 
from  the  clink,  it  costs  money,  you  know.  Right 
now  I've  only  got  300  bucks  in  the  bank.  I'll 
try  to  get  the  rest  of  it  by  the  end  of  the  week. 
Without  even  waiting  for  Judd's  response  or  his 
many  thank-yous,  Charlie  turned  on  his  heel  and 
was  gone. 

Judd  was  twenty  three  years  old,  exactly 
ten  years  younger  than  his  brother.  He  was  a 
handsome  young  man  with  wavy  blonde  hair  and  a 
very  distinguished  face.  He  had  many  friends, 
most  of  them  women.  His  looks  were  a  complete 
contradiction  with  his  character.  Putting  it 
quite  frankly  Judd  was  a  worthless  good-for- 
nothing.   He  had  grown  up  in  St.  Petersburg, 
Florida  and  his  early  life  on  the  waterfront 
had  been  one  of  begging,  borrowing  and  stealing. 
His  many  run-ins  with  the  law  had  made  him  an 
uncaring  and  hardened  criminal. 

Charlie  was  the  complete  opposite.  He 
was  small  and  there  was  nothing  about  him  that 
would  make  anyone  take  special  note  of  him. 
Many  years  of  hard  work  had  turned  him  into  a 
man  slightly  embittered  with  his  lot.  Through 
his  hard  work  he  had  obtained  quite  a  bit  of 
money  and  now  ne  was  the  proud  owner  of  three 
very  fine  fishing  boats,  working  the  inner  Florida 
coast.  When  he  was  27  he  got  married  and  now 
he  was  the  father  of  two  sweet  little  girls. 
He  had  been  living  prosperously  until  Judd 
called  him  and  asked  him  to  go  bail  for  him. 
Even  though  he  didn't  show  it,  he  was  very  fond 
of  Judd  and  he  paid  the  bail  without  any  regrets. 
Judd's  escapades  with  the  law  had  grown  more  and 
more  numerous  and  Charlie's  bank  account  dwindled 
until  he  relied  on  the  money  the  boats  made  to 
keep  him  and  his  family  from  starving.   When  his 
wife  insisted  that  he  stop  paying  for  Judd's 
deliverance  from  jail,  he  flatly  refused,  saying 
he  couldn't  let  his  brother  down. 


After  Judd's  latest  charge,  the  one  about  the 


drunken  driving  had  been  brought  before 
the  court  he  was  fined  $500  and  was  also 
given  a  month  in  jail.  Naturally,  Charlie 
was  called  upon  to  pay  the  fine.  Things 
had  gotten  so  bad  that  Charlie  had  to  borrow 
the  money  to  pav  the  fine.  After  this  he 
did  not  hear  of  Judd  for  three  and  a  half 
months . 

It  was  raining  hard  outside;  Charlie 
was  sitting  in  front  of  the  fire  watching 
T.V.,  thinking  how  lucky  he  was  to  be  at 
home  on  a  night  like  this  and  not  aboard  one 
of  hip  boats  off  the  Keys,  where  they  had 
been  fishing  for  the  last  few  days.  He 
was  absorbed  in  the  show  he  was  watching 
and  did  not  hear  the  first  tap  on  the 
window.  A  little  later  it  was  repeated. 

Still  Charlie  did  not  hear.  The  third  time 
it  was  louder  and  he  pulled  his  eyes  from 
the  T.V.  set  and  remained  frozen  in  his 
chair.  Peering' in  through  the  window  was 
a  dripping  face.  The  fantastic  thing  was 
that  it  was  not  dripping  rain.   It  was 
dripping  blood  !  He  jumped  to  the  window 
just  in  time  to  see  his  brother  Judd 
colapse  in  the  flower-bed.  Pulling  on  his 
boots,  he  dashed  outside  and  carried  the 
unconscious  figure  into  the  house. 

He  placed  him  gently  on  the  bed,  and 
wiped  the  blood  off  his  face.  The  wound 
was  a  nasty  one,  stretching  from  the  fore- 
head back  along  the  hairline  and  terminat- 
ing in  a  wicked  gash  at  the  left  temple. 

Two  hours  later  when  Judd  woke  up  he 
looked  at  Charlie  and  whispered  hoarsely. 
"Hide  me,  bo  y  vou  got  to  hide  me.  Don't 
let  them  find  me, 

The  cops,  they're  after  me.  You've  got  to 
hide  me.  Don't  let  them  get  me.  You  can 

get  a  boat.  Get  me  down  to  South  America, 
Cuba,  I  don't  care  where  you  take  me.  Just 
get  me  out  to  the  States  !" 

"Calm  down  Judd,  calm  down.  At  the 
beginning  tell  me  what  happened." 

"I  killed  a  man,  Chuck!  I  was  drunk, 
I  didn't  know  what  I  was  doing.  I  told 
him  to  put  up  his  hands  and  give  me  his 
wallet.  When  he  saw  the  gun  he  screamed. 
He  turned  and  ran,  and  I  shot  him.  He  fell 
over  and  I  shot  him  again.  Suddenly  he 
lay  still.  Thats  when  I  realized  what  I 
had  done.  I  was  drunk,  I  didn't  know 
what  I  had  done  until  later." 

Charlie  pulled  him  to  his  feet  and 
hit  him  savagely.   Judd  fell  on  the  bed. 
Charlie  pulled  him  up  and  hit  him  again 
and  again. 

"You  miserable  good-for-nothing  killer, 
you  useless  thief,  you  misbegotten  fool. 
I'll  get  you  out  of  here  all  right,  right 
down  to  the  police  station."  As  he  fini- 
shed Judd  crumpled  on  the  floor  and  re- 
mained motionless. 

As  he  lay  there,  blood  trickling 
from  his  wounded  head,  discolouring  his 
fair  hair  and  forming  a  little  rivulet 
along  his  cheek,  a  sudden  wave  of  pity 
swept  over  Charlie  and  sobbing  he  kneeled 
beside  the  body.  Gently  he  picked  up  the 
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When  Judd  awoke  he  was  on  a  boat  forty 
miles  from  the  coast,  heading  for  the  little 
town  of  Cardenas,  Cuba.   Charlie  was  then 
in  the  control  room  listening  to  the  search 
for  Judd  being  broadcast  from  the  mainland. 

His  name,  his  description,  where  he  had 
last  been  seen  were  all  over  St.  Petersburg. 
All  police  and  coast  guard  establishments 
had  been  alerted  and  the  coast  guard  cutters 
were  patrolling  an  area  of  one  hundred 
miles  from  the  coast.  They  were  expecting 
a  break  for  parts  unknown. 

Charlie  went  out  on  deck,   ^e  peered 
into  the  the  darkness  and  saw  a  light.   Sud- 
denly he  felt  as  if  somebody  had  kicked  him 
in  the  stomach.   The  Coast  Guard  !  He  groan- 
ed inwardly.   He  could  not  outrun  the  cutter. 
The  best  he  could  was  eleven  knots  while  the 
Coast  Guard  could  do  twenty-five  with  ease. 

He  knew  at  once  what  would  happen.  Judd 
would  be  caught  and  he  would  be  in  five  years 

Helping  a  murderer  escape  from  the  country 
was-  a  very  serious  crime.  He  thought 
of  his  boats,  his  wife,  his  children, 
his  house,  everything  he  loved.  With 
him  gone,  his  wife  would  be  forced  to  work 
and  since  she  was  expecting  her  third  child 
it  would  be  impossible.  He  thought  of  his 
children  having  to  erow  up,  knowing  their 
father  was  a  convict.  Then  he  thought  of 
something  else.   Suppose  Judd  was  not 
found  on  the  boat.   His  mind  was  going 
around  in  circles. 

One  voice  within  him  yelled, "He's 
useless,  a  murderer,  he  is  not  worth  sav- 
ing. Think  of  all  the  sorrow  and  pain  you 
will  cause  your  family.   End  it  quickly. 
One  blow  on  the  head  with  the  heavy  pipe 
wrench  over  there  and  its  over.  Then  over- 
board. Nobody  will  ever  know."  The  other 
voice  yelled  just  as  loud,  "You  can  not 
do  it  Charlie,  you  just  can't.  He  is  your 
own  brother.  How  do  you  know  it  is  the 
Coast  Guard  behind  you.  Maybe  it  is  another 
fishing  boat." 

The  first  voice  made  itself  felt  again. 
"Who  else  would  it  be  but  the  Coast  Guard? 
Do  it  quick  they  are  getting  closer.  Just 
think  of  your  family,  Charlie." 

Charlie  stood  there  for  a  long  time. 
The  light  of  the  boat  was  coming  closer. 
He  imagined  he  could  see  the  high  prow  of 
the  cutter-  Slowly  his  hand  reached  for 
the  heavy  wrench  and  he  painfully  reached 
up.  Softly  he  crept  down  the  stairs,  the 
weapon  gripped  in  his  hand.  In  his  weak 
condition  Judd  could  offer  no  resistance. 
It  was  over  quickly '.  Taking  the  heavy  se- 
chest  he  tied  it  around  Judd's  legs  and  dropp- 
ed the  body  into  the  velvet  stillness  of 
the  rolling  sea. 

He  looked  at  the  light  again.  It 
was  quite  close.  Suddenly  Charlie  fell 
against  the  cabin  and  started  to  cry  hyst- 
erically. 

The  lights  of  the  pleasure  yacht  pull- 
ed alongside  his  boat  and  in  a  little  while 
they  left  a  small  boat  and  a  small  man 
behind  them  in  the  vast  immensity  of  the 
softly  rolling  sea.   Juris  Zvanitajs 


The  acrid  dust  rose  in  vague  yellow  clouds 
from  the  wheels  of  my  mule  drawn  wagon,  as  I 
rambled  down  the  narrow  rutted  road.  On  either 
side  of  the  street  stretched  the  dull  grey  fa- 
cades of  various  irnporiums  stretched  in  a  lit- 
tered fashion. 

Bordering  the  business  houses  on  the  west 
side  of  the  village  were  much-worn  board  walks. 
Outside  Sal's  Saloon  stood  two  mangy  horses, 
staring  from  their  positions  at  the  hitching 
post,  at  the  opaque  windows  and  bat-wing  doors. 
A  sullen  looking  dog  lay  at  one  side  of  the 
door. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  street  a  hen 
was  sitting  in  the  dust  outside  Brown's  Empo- 
rium. Rickety  wagons,  mules,  and  numerous 
horses  were  parked  along  the  quarter  mile  of 
boardwalk.  To  the  south  of  the  boardwalk 
stretched  half  a  mile  of  adobe  huts,  none  of 
which  were  at  right  angles  to  the  road.  A- 
mong  this  muddled  array  of  abodes,  small  hens 
scratched  disconsolately  in  the  dust. 

Upon  this  sordid  scene  the  midday  sun 
seemed  to  focus  its  burning  rays. 

As  I  rattled  through  their  village,  I 
received  no  recognition  from  the  inhabitants, 
except  the  squawk  of  a  startled  hen,  and  the 
flopping  ear  of  s   flea-chasing  hound.  The 
only  sign  that  I  had  passed  through  was  the 
settling  clouds  of  yellow  dust. 

"How  much  this  town  has  changed",  I  ex- 
claimed to  my  pretty  little  mule,  named  John. 
"There  is  something  seriously  wrong." 

1  recalled  how  boisterous  this  little 
town  had  been  in  my  youth;  this  town  that  had 
affectionately  dubbed  "Noveau  Torki"  by  its 
Scottish  inhabitants.  That  was  in  1950,  way 
back  in  the  lead  rush  era. 

The  vicinity  in  which  Nouveau  Yorki  was 
situated  had  reputedly  been  ravaged  by  a  tribe 
of  Indians  who  called  themselves  'The  Lost 
Tribe  of  the  Alamo'.  This  tribe  was  notable 
in  that  it  always  used  lead  arrow  heads.  As 
a  result  the  ground  was  just  plumb  full  of 
lead  arrow  heads. 

As  a  post-war  shortage  of  lead  in  Scot- 
land resulted  in  a  cancellation  of  marriages 
due  to  the  lack  of  such  necessities  as  wed- 
ding rings,  this  news  was  welcome  in  Scotland. 
A  certain  picked  group  of  Scots  floated  across 
the  pond  and  started  a  settlement  shortly 
after  this  news  was  heard  in  Scotland.   In 
honour  of  their  leaders,  the  Scots  had  erect- 
ed lead  statues  of  the  major  and  his  alder- 
men. Those  statues  had  been  mounted  on  suit- 
able adobe  pedestals  and  were  situated  in 

suitable  positions  in  the  town. 

I  recalled  too,  how  I  had  left  Nouveau 
Yorki,  being  bored  with  a  mere  existance  of 
punctuating  sign  boards  with  little  lead  balls. 
I  had  journeyed  to  a  small,  rather  unknown 
city  called  New  York  and  taken  a  position  as 
a  jazz  pianist  at  a  small  night  club. 

After  I  had  left,  Nouveau  Yorki  had  ta- 
ken a  turn  for  the  worse.   A  certain  muscle- 
man  named  Jackie  Roman  was  terrorizing  Nouveau 
Yorki  with  his  syndicate  of  equally-muscled- 
men.   His  latest  action  was  an  insult  to  the 
whole  community.   The  lead  statues  which  were 
the  pride  and  joy  of  Nouveau  Yorki,  had  been 
mutilated  by  Jackie.   The  finely  chiseled 
Scottish  noses  had  been  crudely  beaten  into 
Roman  ones. 

At  the  request  of  the  more  intelligent 
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people  of  Nouveau  Yorki,  I  had  packed  my  jazz 
piano  (a  variation  of  the  concert  grand)  and 
started  on  my  mission  to  liquidate  Jackie 
Roman.   I  had  been  grubstaked  by  the  N.B.C. 
television  network. 

Suddenly  my  mule  pricked  up  his  mane. 
I  jumped  out  of  my  cart  and  turned  off  my 
television  camera.   "Time  for  a  word  from  my 
sponsors",  I  said,  and  tuned  in  my  set  in 
time  to  hear  "remember,  say  'Players  Please', 
the  first  in  plastic  plated  playing  cards." 

After  the  commercial  I  played  'Good 
Night  Ladies'  for  the  benefit  of  my  mule 
John  and  then  I  laid  myself  down  on  the  key- 
board to  get  some  shut-eye.   Before  my  mind 
blackened  I  promised  my  self  that  I  would  go 
back  into  Nouveau  Yorki  sometime  when  it  was 
not  so  crowded. 

It  happened  several  nights  later.   I  was 
carrying  my  jazz  piano  home  from  Sal's  Saloon 
where  I  had  finished  a  recital.   The  piano 
was  in  my  right  hand  and  I  was  playing  'The 
March  of  the  Oranges '  with  my  left  when  John 
pricked  up  his  mane.  Simultaneously  I  saw 
Jackie  Roman  pulling  the  nose  of  the  major. 

"Hold  it  Jackie!"  I  said.   "Its  time 
for  a  word  from  our  sponsors." 

I  turned  off  my  television  camera  and 
tuned  in  my  set  in  time  to  hear  "Here  is  a 
bulletin  that  has  just  been  handed  to  me! 
Due  to  a  recent  Board  of  Broadcast  Governor's 
decision,  the  programme  Paul  Legato  will  not 
appear  in  the  future  on  this  channel.   The 
B.  B.  G.  rules  that  this  programme  will  vi- 
olate the  Excess  Violence  Act." 

I  switched  off  the  set.   "Cut  the  pose 
"I  said"  It's  all  over."  "Our  producers 
are  just  a  bunch  of  anti-Scots  anyway"  said 
Jackie. 

"Yeah,"  I  said,  "but  I  prefer  anti-semeti- 
cism.  I  picked"  up  a  pail  of  black  paint  and 
a  little  brush  and  smeared  the  piano  with 
swastikas 

...Delbert  Russell 
The  Hidden  Mind 

He  lay  still.  The  vibratory  movements 
of  his  breathing  could  scarcely  be  disting- 
uished beneath  the  ruffled  blankets  which 
covered  his  frail  body  and  supplied  the  vi- 
tal heat  so  necessay  for  life  but  which  his 
worn  body  in  its  almost  expired  life  was  no 
longer  able  to  supply  adequately.  This  last 
night  had  been  one  of  the  worst  he  had  spent 
in  a  long  time — as  far  as  he  could  remember. 
But  they  had  told  him  not  to  remember.  They 
said  he  was  very  old  and  sick.  Then,  why 
had  it  happened?  He  hadn't  tried  to  recall 
these  faces;  nor  the  unfamiliar  experiences 
of  his  young  life. 

He  wondered.   "Does  everyone  have  a 
final  moment  of  peace;  a  moment  when  without 
realizing  it,  he  returns  in  a  trance  to  the 
past.  The  past  in  which  they  held  the  world 
in  their  hands  and  the  setting  sun  was  only 
a  magnificent  sight  to  watch  while  holding 
the  hand  of  the  one  you  loved.  You  thought 
then  of  how  you  would  watchthis  life-giving, 
unearthly  sphere  set  every  evening  for  the 
rest  of  you  natural  life." 

Now  he  recalled  how  trivial  it  all  seem- 
ed .  His  subconscious  spoke  to  him  again. 

"But  of  how  long  it  seems  when  you  say 
for  the  rest  of  your  life;  and  oh  how  soon 
the  final  rest  creeps  upon  you.  Years  fly 
and  hours  tick  by  like  seconds,  and  the  days 
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like  minutes." 

He  was  recalled  to  the  present  by  the 
heavy  footsteps  of  someone  in  the  hall. 

"Probably  a  doctor,"  he  thought. 

The  firm,  self-assured,  rhythmic  beat 
of  the  now  fading  steps  placed  in  his  mind 
the  picture  of  a  young  doctor,  full  of  life, 
energy  and  eagerness.   'Click',  'Click', 
'Click',  the  footsteps  faded,  and  with  them 
the  present.   He  was  no  longer  an  old  man 
for  whom  the  thread  of  life  was  frayed  and 
severed;  almost  completely  broken.  He  was 
a  young  man  and  he  heard  so  clearly  the  ap- 
proaching 'click',  'click',  'click',  of  his 
own  footsteps;  treading,  sauntering,  flying 
like  the  wind  through  life's  trials,  hard- 
ships and  joys,  to  the  end  of  the  voyage: 
the  present. 

Could  it  be  he  would  no  longer  see  the 
days  and  nights  and  experience  the  fleeting 
of  time?  Was  this  hour,  minute,  second  or 
however  long  this  tranquillity  had  lasted  an 
omen.  He  couldn't  shut  the  thought  from  his 
mind.   It  appeared  time  after  time,  recurring 
in  its  hectic,  tiring  manner.  Then,  quiet. 

Sylvia  Galbraith 


Doing  Homework  on  a  Saturday  Evening 

Oh  woe  I  Oh  woe!  alas,  alack; 
I  am  in  awful  trouble. 
My  dream  of  going  out  tonight 
Has  burst,  just  like  a  bubble. 

My  troubles  I  will  now  explain, 
So  listen;  do  not  cry. 
The  warden  saw  my  report  card: 
He  looked  me  in  the  eye. 

"So,"  said  he,  "what  have  we  here? 

A  lazy  good-for-nothing! 

Young  man,"  said  he,  in  awful  mein, 

"I'll  make  you  work  like  (h~ 1)  something." 

So  now,  I  struggle  with  my  math 
And  work,  and  nurse  my  sores. 
Dear  brothers  watch  the  hockey  game; 
I  hear:  "He  shoots  J  He  scores!" 

Who  shoots?  Who  scores?  I  do  not  know; 
I  do  not  know  who's  playing. 
I  wish  I  knew!  I  vftsh  I  knew! 
What  that  announcer's  saying. 

So  what  if  x  is  equal  y, 

Or  "livre"  means  a  book. 

I  want  to  know  the  blasted  score, 

I  think  I'll  take  a  look. 

I  creep  up  slowly  to  the  door 
Then  Dad  comes  down  the  stairs. 
I  dash  like  mad  back  to  my  books, 
Who  shoots?  Who  scores?  Who  cares. 

Walt  Zvanitajs. 
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B0Y3'  SPORTS 
Football 

10B,  to  the  surprise  of  all,  won  the 
Junior  Division  against  their  favored  oppon- 
ents 

Grade  13  won  the  Senior  Division  .   This 
year,  even  though  they  won  all  their  games, 
Grade  13  had  rough  tough  games  against  Grade 
12.   ;/hen  their  bull  rushes  ended  in  the  dirt 
they  resorted  to  passing  and  thus  won  the 
championship. 

Local  Track  And  Field  Meet 


Not  to  excite  or  unnerve  anyone,  Ken  Patterson 
didn't  let  anybody  else  win  the  South  Grey  Sr. 
Boys'  Championship. 

SENIOR  BASKETBALL 


Junior  competition  was  keen  and  the 
points  were  well  spread  over.   Larry  Seeley 
and  Keith  Winch  tied  for  Junior  Champion. 

Junior  Boys'  Winners: 


The  following  are  the  members  of  the  I960 

Dragons: 

Ed  "Shifty"  Minard 

Walt  "Bull"  Zvanitajs 

Ralph  "Boulder"  Russell 

Ken  "Speedy"  Patterson 

Juris  "Jerk"  Zvanitajs 

Boniface  "Joe"  Vaivods 

Lyle  "Long"  Ferris 

Fred  "F.  J.  G."  Goheen 

Bill  "Alywishus  Jr."  Rea 

Norm  "  Sing"  Jack 

Glen  "Cruger"  Krueger 

Exhibition  Games: 


100  yd.  Dash  -  Keith  Winch 
220  yd.  Dash  -  Larry  Seeley 
880  yd.  Dash  -  Ron  KcCreary 
Pole  Vault  -  Floyd  Patton 
High  Jump  -  Richard  Walker 
Broad  Jump  -  Keith  Winch 
Hop,  Step,  Jump  -  Paul  Rodgers 
Shot  Put  -  Larry  Seeley 

Relay  -  Delbert  Russell,  Keith  Winch,  Larry 

Seeley,  Richard  Walker. 

Senior  Boys'  Winners: 

Ken  Patterson  won  the  school  championshi 
again  without  sweat  or  worry. 

100  yd.  Dash  -  Ken  Patterson 

220  yd.  Dash  -  Ken  Patterson 

880  yd.  Dash  -  Ken  Patterson 

Pole  Vault  -  Ed  Minard 

High  Jump  -  Ed  Jack 

Broad  Jump  -  Ken  Patterson 

Hop,  Step,  Jump  -  Ken  Patterson 

Shot  Put  -  Philip  Watson 

Relay  -  Ralph  Russell,  Ed  Minard,  Juris 

Zvanitajs,  'Bill  Rea. 

SOUTH  GREY  TRACK  AND  FIELD  MEET' 


The  all-powerful  Senior  Boys  romped 
through  their  competition  and  won  the  South 
Grey  Senior  Boys  Pennant  for  the  fourth  con- 
secutive year.   In  the  over-all  standings 
Dundalk  placed  Third.. 

Junior  Boys'  Results: 

220  yd.  Dash  -  Larry  Seeley-3rd. 
High  Jump  -  Richard  Walker-2nd. 
Hop,  Step,  Jump  -  Paul  Rodgers-lst. 
Pole  Vault  -  Floyd  Patton-2nd. 
Shot  Put  -  Larry  Seeley-3rd. 


Dundalk  Vs.  Orangeville 

For  their  first  exhibition  game  the  Dragons 
played  host  to  Orangeville  and  put  them  to 
their  knees  by  4-7-32.   Good  defensive  rebounding 
by  Russell  anc  snappy  Dragon  play  too1-  their 
toll  on  the  opposition. 

Top  Scorers:  Ed  Kinard-18  Pts. 

Juris  Zvanitajs-11  Pts. 

Dundalk  Vs.  Toronto 


The  second  exhibition  game  was  played 
phere  also  against  the  boys  of  the  Toronto 
Latvian  Sports  Club.  Although  the  Dragons 
played  to  the  best  of  their  ability  and  kept 
the  game  close  to  the  end  of  the  half.  They 
couldn't  cope  with  a  6' 5"  centre  and  some 
fine  shooting  by  Toronto.  The  end  result 
was  a  58  to  47  win  for  the  Latvians. 

Top  Scorers:  Juris  Zvanitajs-12  Pts. 
Walt  Zvanitajs-8  Pts. 

Dundalk  Vs.  Mt.  Forest 


Senior  Boys'  Results: 

100  yd.  Dash  -  Ken  Patterson-lst. 
220  yd.  Dash  -  Ken  Patterson-lst. 
880  yd.  Dash  -  Ken  Patterson-2nd. 
Pole  Vault  -  Ed  Minard- 2nd. 
High  Jump  -  Ed  Jack-2nd. 
Broad  Jump  -  Ralph  Russell-lst. 
Relay  -  Norman  Jack,  Ralph  Russell,  Ed  Minard 

Ken  Patterson-lst. 
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The  Dragons  travelled  to  Mt.  Forest  to 
keep  in  shape  between  league  games.   It  was 
anyone's  game  during  the  first  half  but  the 
Dragons  pulled  away  slowly  and  stayed  in  front. 
The  final  score  was  39  to  31. 

Top  Scorers:  Walt  Zvanitajs-12  Pts. 
Boniface  Vaivods-7  Pts. 

Dundalk  Vs.  Orangeville 

Just  to  try  out  their  new  basketball 
socks  and  shorts  the  Dragons  played  in 
Orangeville.  At  the  start  of  each  quarter 
the  Orangeville  squad  piled  up  a  big  lead 
and  it  took  the  Dragons  the  rest  of  the  quarter 
to  close  the  score.  When  the  first  quarter 
ended  Dundalk  was  behind  a  dismal  score  of 
14  to  2.   But  the  Dragons  always  ready  to  please 
and  excite  a  crowd  bounced  back  and  tied  the 

tame  44  to  44  at  the  end  of  regulatian  time, 
oing  into  overtime  Orangeville  got  in  the 
steam  roller  and  scored  15  quick  points  and 
von  59  to  44. 


Top  Scorers; 


Juris  Zvanitajs-18  Pts. 
Ed  Minard-13   Pts. 


Ken  Patterson  winning  the 
220  yard  dash. 


Ken  Patterson,  South  Grey  Senior 


Boys '  Champion  and  Connie  Moore 
who  tied  for  Senior  Girls  Champion 


Ed  Minard 


Shirley  Cooper,  Sylvia  Galbraith  and  Jean  Ray 


Ken  Patterson  in  the    relay 


Senior  Boys' 

Track 

Team 

K.    Patterson 

Senior  Girls'    Track 

E .    Jack 

Team: 

R.   Russell 

Front:    A.Young 

N.    Jack 

B.McIntyre 

Back    :    J.Wellwood 

Absent; 

C.Moore 

Ed. 

L.Sherritt 

Minard. 

M.Ruttan 

Junior  Boys »   Track 
Team: 

Front:  P.  Rodgers 
D.  Russell 
F.   Patton 

Back    :   L.   Seeley 
K.  Winch 
R'.   McCreary 


0, 


Junior  Girls'  Track 
Team: 
Front:  U.  Agnew 

B.  Mclntyre 
A.  Vaivods 

Back:  D.  Haw 
P.  Long 
p.  Oldfield 
M.  Wilson 
E.  Teicht 
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League  Games  Top  Scorers: 

Dundalk  Vs.  Flesherton 

This  was  the  kind  of  game  your  Grandpa  always 
talked  about,   first  the  Dragons  roared  down  the 
floor,  then  Flesherton  came  steaming  back  then 
vice  versa,  then  versa  vice,  etc.   The  injured 
were  left  behind  to  care  for  themselves.   In  this 
game  anyone  who  didn' t  have  more  than  three  fouls 
was  a  sissy.   Flesherton  never  caught  the  Dragons 
and  they  were  scorched  by  the  "fire  breathers" 
45  to  28. 


Juris  Zvanitajs-26  Pts. 
Ed  Minard-13  Pts. 
Boniface  Vaivods-I3  Pts, 


Tod  Scorers: 


Ed.  Minard-15  Pts. 
Juris  Zvanitajs-10  Pts. 


Dundalk  Vs.  Markdale 

This  game  was  the  most  critical  of  the 
season.   A  win  would  keep  the  Dragons  alive 
but  a  loss  would  mean  the  championship  for 
I.arkdale.   Alas'.  Markdale  vaulted  to  a  22 
to  9  lead  in  the  first  quarter  and  stayed 
well  ahead  throughout  the  game  even  though 
the  Dragons  played  frantically  during  some 
moments.   The  game  finally  ended  as  a  win 
for  Markdale  66  to  48. 


Dundalk  Vs.  Shelburne 

The  Dragons  "burned  rubber"  right  from  the 
start  and  left  Shelburne  in  the  smoke.   Great 
defensive  work  by  '..'alt.  and  shots  from  the  charm- 
ing fingers  of  Eddy  helped  the  Dragons  scamper  to 
their  second  win  o7-36. 


Top  Scorers: 


Juris  Zvanitajs-17   Pts. 
Ed  Minard-16   Pts. 


Top  Scorers: 


Ed  Minard-21  Fts. 
Juris  Zvanitajs-13  Fts. 


Dundalk  Vs.  Durham 

Durham  felt  the  fire  of  the  Dragons  and.  spent 
most  of  the  tine  trying  to  cool  down  the  "hot  ones 
but  all  in  vain.   The  "veterans"  were  taken  off 
and  the  newer  members  of  the  team  went  onto  the 
floor  and  did  just  as  well.   Fast  footwork  and 
precision  passes  soon  racked  up  a  78  to  33  score. 

Top  Scorers:   Juris  Zvanitajs-14  Pts. 
Ed  Minard      -14  Pts. 
Dundalk  Vs.  Markdale 

Since  the  Dragons  and  Markdale  had  not 
lost  a  game  yet  both  teams  went  on  the  floor 
prepared  to  "take  it"  but  more  ready  to  "dish 
it  out".   After  a  hectic  game  of  violent  play- 
ing and  vocal  threats  the  teams  were  deadlock- 
ed 37  to  37.   The  gods  were  with  the  opposition 
as  Dundalk  slid  into  second  place  by  2  points 
42  to  40  during  over-time. 

Top  Scorers:  Ed  Minard-16  Pts. 

Juris  Zvanitajs-11  Pts. 

Dundalk  Vs.  Flesherton 

This  game  was  a  walkway  for  the  Dragons 
as  they  swept  over  Flesherton  65-14.   The 
boys  did  everything  perfectly,  they  inter- 
cepted passes,  blocked  shots,  outshot  and 
during  this  game  they  took  to  wearing  hats  but 
this  was  soon  dispersed  with  since  they  kept 
bumping  into  the  opposition  and  getting 
their  hats  knocked  off. 

Top  Scorers:  Ed  Minard-18  Pts. 

Juris  Zvanitajs-15  Pts. 

Dundalk  Vs.  Shelburne 

Everyone  shot  and  scored  left  and  right 
to  contribute  to  the  77  to  56  win  for  the  Dra- 
gons.  This  was  a  fast  game  with  both  teams 
piling  up  quick  points  to  make  an  interest- 
ing game  to  watch.  The  points  were  well  spread 
out  among  the  players  except  Juris  who  sank  13 
baskets  for  26  points  to  set  an  individual  re- 
cord for  Dundalk  basketball. 


Dundalk  Vs.  Durham 

Because  the  championship  had  been 
decided  the  Dundalk  squad  went  to  Durham 
with  the  intention  of  playing  in  a  happy- 
go-lucky  game.   In  the  midst  of  the  game 
some  villian  pulled  Bernie's  shorts  down 
but  luckily  he  had  another  pair  underneath. 
Even  though  the  score  wasn't  a  high  one  the 
game  was  enjoyed  by  all.   There  was  no 
tension  to  speak  of  since  neither  team 
had  anything  to  win  or  lose. 


Junior  Boys  Basketball 

The  Dundalk  Jr.  Boys  under  the  coach- 
ing of  Mr.  Gemmell  did  very  well.  Mr. 
Gemmell  whipped  the  players  into  fine 
shape  but  they  had  the  bad  luck  of  losing 
a  league  game  by  one  point. 

Exhibition  Games 

Dundalk  Vs.  Shelburne 

The  juniors  went  into  battle  and 
walked  away  with  their  first  victory. 
While  the  tall  Shelburnites  shambled 
about^  Dundalks'  "little  ones"  scamper- 
ed and  buzzed  to  their  first  victory 
37  to  26. 

Dundalk  Vs.  Orangeville 

The  Juniors  travelled  with  the 
Dragons  to  Orangeville  to  try  their  hand 
at  playing  against  a  team  belonging  to  a 
bigger  league.   They  flabbergasted  every- 
one but  themselves  when  they  won  a  fine 
one-sided  game.   The  final  score  was 
Dundalk  36,  Orangeville  8. 
League  Games 
Dundalk  Vs.  Flesherton 

In  their  first  league  game,  Dundalk 
left  no  doubt  who  would  emerge  victorious. 
It  was  no  contest  to  speak  of  and  the 
juniors  finished  on  top  of  the  lopsided 
58  to  5  score. 
Dundalk  Vs.  Shelburne 

The  Dundaik  Juniors  started  the  game 
in  a  slam-bang  fashion  and  enjoyed  a  good 
twelve  point  lead  at  the  half.  Then  the 
situation  reversed.   Shelburne  shovelled 
in  baskets  and  Dundalk  collapsed.   From 
here  on  in  it  was  a  dog-eat-dog  affair 
and  Shelburne  had  the  last  bite.   It 
ended  37  to  36  for  Shelburne. 
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Senior  Boys'  Basketball  Team: 

1st  Row:  L.  to  R:  Bill  Rea,  Fred  Goheen,  Ken  Patterson, 

Walt  Zvanitajs,  Ralph,  Russell. 
Back:  Mr.  Clute,  Coach,  Lyle  Ferris,  Norman  Jack,  Boni- 
face Vaivods,  Juris  Zvanitajs,  Glen  Krueger. 


Absent:  Ed  Minard 


i  -yr  d»  *»<•  "i 


Senior  Girls'  Basketball  Team: 

Front:  L.  to  Rt  Elaine  Zeggil,  Jean  Ray,  Shirley  Stewart, 
Anna-Marie  Stoddart,  Bessie  Batcnelor. 

Back:  L.  to  R:  Barbara  Mclntyre,  Marylin  Keating,  Connie 
Moore,  Lawna  Sherritt,  Jeanette  Wellwood, 
Shirley  Nichols,  Muriel  McCuarrie,  Nettie 
Moore,  Joan  Zeggil,  Anne  Dales. 
Absent:  Mrs.  Love,  Coach. 


Junior  Boys'  Basketball  Team: 

Front:  L.  to  Ri  Rick  Sawyers,  Keith  Winch,  Ron  McCreary 
Brian  Wellwood. 

Back:  L.  to  R:  Mr.  Oemmell,  Coach,  Larry  Seeley,  Wayne 
Harrison,  Bernie  Bronstein,  Harry  Muli- 
gan,  George  Spence,  Delbert  Russell, 
David  Arrnill,  Floyd  Patton. 
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GIRLS  SPORTS 


VOLLEY  BALL: 

The  59-60  school  year  began  with  vol- 
ley ball  being  the  first  sport  in  the  girls 
athletic  activities. 

On  November  17,  a  Senior  Girls'  Volley 
Ball  Tournament  was  held  in  our  gymnasium. 
Durham  placed  first  with  3  wins,  Shelburne 
second  with  2  wins,  Flesherton  third  with 
1  win.  Dundalk  won  one  game  of  the  round- 
robin  series  against  Flesherton,  but  failed 
to  place. 

The  results  of  the  Junior  Girls'  Inter- 
school  Volley  Ball  Competition  between  Dur- 
ham, Flesherton  and  Dundalk  were  more  fav- 
ourable than  those  of  the  senior  girls. 
Dundalk  placed  second  after  defeating  Fles- 
herton, but  was  overcome  by  Durham. 


LOCAL  TRACK  AND  FIELD  MEET: 

At  the  local  track  and  field  meet, 
held  on  the  afternoons  of  two  windy,  cold 
days,  the  junior  and  senior  girls  proved 
that  the  practice  they  had  worked  hard  at 
was  very  rewarding. 

A  new  sport  was  introduced  into  the 
girls  curriculum  this  year;  the  hop,  step, 
and  jump.  Although  the  greater  majority 
of  the  girls  were  unable  to  make  the  pit, 
a  few  did  manage  to  make  it  and  master  the 
sport. 

In  the  end,  with  the  points  all  tot- 
alled up,  the  champions  were  as  follows. 

Senior  Girls:  Mae  Ruttan  -  17  points 

Junior  Girls:  Doris  Agnew  -15  points 


SOUTH  GREY  TRACK  AND  FIELD  MEET: 

This  years  Inter-school  Field  Meet  was 
held  at  Markdale  and  here  again  the  girls 
hard  practice  proved  rewarding.  Connie 
Moore  was  in  a  three-way  tie  for  the  senior 
girls  championship  with  6  points. 

Results  of  the  Junior  Girls 


100  yd.  dash 
Standing  Broad 
Ball  Throw 
Relay  Race 


Running  Broad 
Basketball  Trio 


Anita  Vaivods  -  2nd 
Erika  Teicht  -  2nd 
Lawna  Sherritt  -  1st 
Barbara  Maclntyre  -3rd 
Anita  Vaivods 
Lawna  Sherritt 
Janet  Holmes 
Anita  Vaivods  -  3rd 
Peggy  Long  -  3rd 
Donna  Haw 
Erika  Teicht 


Hop,  step  and  Jump  -  Anita  Vaivods  -  3rd 
Basket oall  throw   -  Pat  Oldfield  -  2nd 

Results  of  the  Senior  Girls 


Ball  Throw 
Catch  Ball 

100  yd.  dash 
Relay  Race 
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Audrey  Young  -  3rd 
Audrey  Young  -  3rd 
Lawna  Sherritt 
Connie  Moore  -  1st 
Connie  Moore  -  2nd 
Barbara  Maclntyre 
Audrey  Young 
Mae  Ruttan 


Basketball  Trio 


200  yd.  dash 


Janette  Lockhart  - 
Betty  Porter 
Marilyn  Riddell 
Connie  Moore  -  1st 


3rd 


BASKETBALL 


This  years  players: 
Mary  Whalls 
Janette  Wellwood 
Bessie  Batchelor 
Joan  Zeggil 
Shirley  Stewart 
Jean  Ray 
Anne  Dales 


Elaine  Zeggil 
Connie  Moore 
Sylvia  Galbraith 
Nettie  Moore 
Shirley  Nichols 
Muriel  McCJuarrie 
Lawna  Sherritt 
Marilyn  Keating 


Dundalk  vs  Flesherton 
17  32 

The  i960  Inter-school  Basketball  Sea- 
son for  the  senior  girls  began  on  Tue.  Jan. 
12,  in  Flesherton  with  the  Flesherton  girls 
as  their  first  opponents.  Flesherton  kept 
our  seniors  on  a  constant  run  but  this  did 
not  prevent  the  Dundalk  team  from  getting 
the  majority  of  the  shots  on  the  basket. 
Had  luck  been  with  us  these  might  have 
drooped  through  and  won  us  the  game. 

Scorers  -  B.  Batchelor  15,  M.  Uhalls  1 
J.  Wellwood  1. 

Dundalk  vs  Shelburne 
23        36 

V/e  played  our  second  game  of  the  ser- 
ies in  Shelburne  on  the  afternoon  of  Thur. 
Jan.  lh.     The  Shelburne  girls,  though  not 
as  fast  as  Flesherton,  managed  to  make  good 
most  of  their  shots,  while  the  Dundalk  girls 
failed  to  get  in  very  many  shots  on  basket. 
Our  free  shots  were  plentiful  and  well  aim- 
ed. 

Scorers  -  3.  Batchelor  10,  M.  Whalls  2 
J.  Wellwood  3,  J-  Zeggil  6. 

Dundalk  vs  Markdale 
22         8 

On  Tue.  Jan.  19,  Markdale  and  Dundalk 
seniors  met  in  our  home  gym.   The  guards 
held  the  Markdale  team  down  to  h   baskets 
and  our  forwards  walked  all  over  Markdale 
guards  to  score  11  baskets.   Dundalk  foul- 
ed a  great  many  times  during  the  game  but 
Markdale  failed  to  sink  the  much  needed 
baskets. 

Scorers  -  J.  Wellwood  h,   S.  Stewart  1 
B.  Batchelor  15,  A.  Dales  2 

Dundalk  vs  Durham 

27        25 

The  Tue.  Jan.  26th  game  against  Dur- 
ham girls  proved  victorious  for  our  senior 
girls.  Dundalk  led  off  with  the  first  bas- 
ket but  Durham  took  the  lead  from  there  and 
held  it  to  the  final  quarter  when  our  girls 
recovered  from  behind  the  12  point  lead  held 
by  Durham  to  win. 

Scorers  -  J.  Wellwood  2,  S.  Stewart  V, 
M.  Whalls  3,  B.  Batchelor  17,  J.  Zeggil  1. 

Dundalk  vs  Flesherton 
26         36 

The  Feb.  2nd  at-home  game  between 
Dundalk  and  Flesherton  was  a  rough  and 
tumble  game  with  the  majority  of  fouls 
being  called  on  Dundalk.  These  were  nec- 
essary to  keep  up  with  the  rough  standards 


of  the  opposing  teaa. 

Scorers  -  B.  Batchelor  16,  A.  Dales  6, 
J.  Zeggil  *+. 

Dundalk  vs  Shelburne 
26         l+l 

On  Feb  'fth,  Shelburne  came  to  Dundalk 
and  both  teams  played  a  fast  clean  and  ex- 
ceptionally good  game.  Although  the  final 
score  looks  quite  unsuccessful,  it  was  re- 
freshing during  the  game  to  watch  the  opp- 
osition and  their  coach  squirm  on  their 
bench  when  once  in  the  3rd  quarter  they 
were  ahead  by  only  one  basket. 

Scorers  -  J.  Wellwood  5»  -•'•  Whalls  3, 
B.  Batchelor  18. 

Dundalk  vs  Markdale 
33         15 

Dundalk  travelled  to  Markdale  on  Feb. 
8th  and  came  home  with  their  3rd  league 
victory.  All  around  it  was  a  rough  and 
tumble  game  with  lots  of  fouls  and  a  few 
fights. 

Scorers  -  B.  Batchelor  2h,    M.  Whalls  6 
J.  Wellwood  2,  J.  Zeggil  1. 

Dundalk  vs  Durham 
18        l+lf 

The  final  game  for  the  seniors  proved 
unsuccessful.  Many  of  our  players  were 
unable  to  play  because  of  injuries  or  ill- 
ness" and  as  a  result  the  Durham  team  walked 
away  with  the  game. 

Dundalk  vs  Mount  Forest 
28  24 

On  Jan.  29th  we  went  to  Mount  Forest 
to  play  in  an  exhibition  game  with  their 
seniors.  The  girls  were  led  to  victory 
under  the  expert  coaching  of  Mr.  Clute. 
The  game  was  quite  clean  with  the  exception 
of  one  'bystander'.   (the  referee)   Three 
cheers  for  the  coachl I t 


THE  "DRAGONS"  IN  ACTION, 
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SOCIAL 
EVENTS 


38 


CHRISTMAS  PARTY 


This  years  Christmas  Party  was  exceptional 
in  that  nearly  all  the  students  were  present. 
It  was  not  exceptional  in  content,  having  the 
usual  Christmas  tree,  candies,  ice-cream  and 
sock-hop. 

THE  SNOW-BALL  DANCE 

Stormy  weather  and  excellent  music  are 
typical  of  this  annual  mid-winter  dance. 
There  was  a  large  attendance  although  the 
dance  had  been  postponed  for  a  week  due  to 
climatic  conditions.   The  excellent  music 
was  oroduced  by  Earl  Georges  and  his  five- 
piece  "J.G." 

Credit  is  also  due  to  those  who  dec- 
orated the  gym  so  competently  and  attrac- 
tively. 

MUSIC  APPRECIATION 

The  above  students  have  been  selected  by      The  "Music  Appreciation"  was  greatly  enjoyed 
the  student  body  for  various  offices  in  the     b  the  muslc  (lovers)  of  our  school.  The  music 
Students  Council.   They  have  carried  out  the    was  under  the  supervision  of  Miss  Tatley  in  the 
responsibilities  placed  xrr  them  to  the  satis-   extra-curricular  periods.  One  overenthused  lad 
faction  of  all.   Congratulations  to  these  faith- liked  the  music  so  much  that  he  tried  t0  take 
ful  and  unthanked  servants  of  the  common  weal.   the  record-player  with  him.  (  Also  the  "cord") 

Several  Friday  night  sock-hops  were  held 
but  (pardon  me  for  being  hypocritical)  they 
were  poorly  attended.   This  reporter  has 
scarcely  seen  such  a  sparse  turnout  since  the 
days  of  prohibition. 


Social  Activities 

Students  Council 

Head  Boy  -  Ken  Patterson 

Head  Girl  -  Barbara  MacDonald 

Secretary  -  Ralph  Russell 

Treasurer  -  Elaine  Zeggil 

Students  Representatives  -  Bill  Rea  and 

Sylvia  Galbraith 
President,  Boys'  Athletic  Society  -  Ed  linard 
President,  Girls'  Athletic  Society  - 

Connie  Moore 
Literary  Convener  -  Walt  Zvanitajs 
Social  Convener  -  Shirley  Ritchie 
Lunch  Convener  -  Fred  Goneen 


Initiation 

Initiation  was  a  welcome  sight  to  grade 
niners  who  were  beginning  to  wonder  if  the 
anticipated  events  were  really  going  to  hap- 
pen. The  uninitiated  were  given  ample  opp- 
ortunity to  demonstrate  their  physical  abil- 
ities. As  a  new  feature  this  year  some  tea- 
chers were  allowed  to  see  the  depth  of  feel- 
ing the  appointed  younger  students  had  for  them. 


COMMENCEMENT  NOVEMBER  26 

Commencement  exercises  began  with  Glee 
Club  Selections,  directed  by  Mrs.  Jm.  Arnill. 
Following  this  was  the  President  of  the  Stud- 
ents Councils'  remarks  and  the  presenting  of 
diplomas,  certificates  and  various  awards  both 
academic  and  athletic. 

Guest  speaker  was  Mr.  A.J.  Shupe  B.A. , 
B.Ed.,  Inspector  of  Guidance  Service,  Ontario 
Deptment  of  Education. 

He  emphasized  the  fact  that  many  clever 
students  leave  high  school  before  graduation. 
Financial  assistance  is  being  provided  to 
those  who  might  not  otherwise  be  able  to  fin- 
ance advanced  education.   Research  is  being 
conducted  to  encourage  these  students  to  com- 
plete their  education 

The  valedictory  address  was  given  by 
Barry  E.  Koehler  who  is  well  known  for  schol- 
astic abilities. 

COMMENCEMENT  DANCE  NOVEMBER  27 

Llew  Davison  and  his  Spades  provided 
music  for  the  commencement  dance  which  was 
attended  by  several  of  this  years  grads. 
The  attendance  was  good. 


CADETS 

Our  school  has  taken  on  a  military 
appearance  as  Cadet  Inspection  draws  near. 
This  year  Cadet  activities  were  broadened. 
As  before ,  there  were  two  platoons  formed 
under  the  capable  leadership  of  Mr.  Sawyers 
with  the  assistance  of  Staff-Sergeant  Smith. 
Cadets  Officers: 

Company  Commander  Keith  Winch 
Second- in-Command  Rick  Sawyers 
Platoon  Commander  #1  Ralph  Russell 
Platoon  Commander  #2  Ron  Springgay 
Company  Sergeant  Maj.  Glen  Krueger 
Platoon  Sergeant  #1  Juris  Zvantijs 
Platoon  Sergeant  ff2   Bernie  Bronstein 

Instruction  was  given  in  Signals,  Map- 
Reading,  and  Bren  Gun. 
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Why,  why,  why,    can't  they  believe  me 
that  2+2-ti? 


Viss  Tatley  is  always  on  the  move) 
therefore  it  was  hard  to  get  a  pic- 
ture of  her. 


Zzzzzzzzl  Snore  I  Zzzzzz?.zl 


SCENES  FROM  VARIETY  NIGHT 

Upper  Left:  Mae  Ruttan  doing  a 
mean  Charleston. 

Lower  Left:  The  Cadet  Corps. 

Upper  Rights  Queen  and  Chancellor 
from  our  great  play, 
"The  Ugly  Duckling." 

Lower  Right:  The  Glee  Club. 
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Mr.  Clute,  performing 
one  of  his  experiments 


It  was  rumored  that  Grade  Xll's 
Christmas  Party  was  kind  of  wild 
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The  Grand  Tribunal  in  session 


Fit  and  proper  punishment  imposed  by 
the  Grand  Tribunal. 


Some  of  the  Grade  IX'ers 

were  so  confused  they  didn't 
know  front  from  back. 


The  TORCH  fearlessly  exposes  some  of  the  rackets  that  lurk  beneath  the  quiet 
■■HHBBI  surface  of  the  ordinary  school  day 


ELIMINATION 


GAMBLING 


EXTORTION 


THE  BOSS  OF  IT  ALL 
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^Wedi&tn- 


TIRE    &    AUTO    SUPPLY    LTD 


ASSOCIATE 
STORE 


CANADA'S  MOST  PROGRESSIVE  AUTOMOTIVE  COMPANY 

MAKE  WESTERN  YOUR  HEADQUARTERS  FOR 

-  AUTOMOTIVE   SUPPLIES 

-  ELECTRICAL   SUPPLIES 

-  PLASTICS         -    TOYS 

-  PAINTS  -   TOOLS 

ETC. 


DUNDALK 


MARKDALE 


MEN'S  SHOP 


FOR  SMART  CLOTHES 


SHELBURNE,  ONTARIO 


PHONE  233 


YOU'LL   BE   PROUD  OF 
KROEHLER   -   BUILT   FURNITURE 


SEE   IT  AT 


McMillan's  furniture 


DUNDALK 
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E.T.  HOLLEY 

JEWELERY   AND    WATCHES 
DUNDALK,    ONT. 

COMPLIMENTS   0E 
JACK  GARDINER 

PLUMBING   AND   TINSMITHING 

NELSON'S 

GROCERY 

i                               DUNDALK               PHONE   7 
WE    DELIVER 

GALBRAITH'S    HARDWARE 

HOUSEWARES,    C.V.    AND    CANADA    PAINTS 
ELECTRICAL   APPLIANCES                     TOOLS 

COLEMAN   SPACE   HEATERS 

DUNDALK         PHONE   165 

DUNDALK 
VARIETY  STORE 

;            A    BRIGHT    AND    PLEASANT    PLACE    TO    SHOP 
FOR   YOUR 
YEAR   ROUND    NEEDS 

Main  Street       -        Phone  320 

ANDERSON'S  SHOES 

FOOTWEAR  FOR  THE  ENTIRE  FAMILYl 
DUNDALK,  ONTARIO 

MOORE'S   SUNOCO   STATION 

GENERAL  REPAIRS  BY  LICENCED  MECHANIC 

TUNE-UP  AND  AUTOMATIC  TRANSMISSION 
OUR  SPECIALTY 

PHONE   283              DUNDALK 

F.T.HILL  &   CO.,    Limited 

Department  Store  Operated 
Head  Office  at  Markdale 

ALLISTON,  BRAMPTON,  OONDALK, 
MEAFORD.  MAJUCDALE,  ORANGEVILLE 
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SPRINGGAY    CONSTRUCTION   CO. 

-General  Contractors- 

Dundalk 

Ontario 

fejsi^^'-             \  i 

.■■■■_  ||j 

«i     liglSIl 

Residence   for    Dr.    &   Mrs.    R.    B.    Holmes 

Dundop,    Wardell,   Matsui,    Aitken, 
Architects  &  Consulting   Engineers, 
6   Points    Plaza,    Bloor  and  Dundas , 
Islington-BE.    1-3311. 

NORTHERN  BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

LIMITED 
OWEN    SOUND 

ONTARIO 

MEDALS 

TROPHIES 

PENNANTS 

CLASS  PINS 

PRIZE  CUPS 

PRIZE  RIBBONS 

RIBBON  STREAMERS 

CELLULOID  BUTTONS 

CRESTED  SWEATSHIRTS 

SCHOOL 
INSIGNIA  JEWELERY 

Write   for  Booklet 

TROPHY-CRAFT  LTD. 

Describing  Courses. 

102  LOMBARD  ST.                TORONTO 
EM.  2-1033 
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YOUNG'S  FOOD 

JEAN'S     RESTAURANT 

DUNDALK 

MARKET 

Full  Course  Meals                           Lunches 

Soft  Drinks                  Tobaccos 

MEATS    and    GROCERIES 

PHONE19                    -                    DUNDALK 

EVERYONE      WELCOME 

MEN'S   CLOTHING 

COMPLIMENTS   OF 

PAINTS 

SKATES   BOUGHT  AND   SOLD, 

BETTY/S 

SHARPENED  AND  EXCHANGED 

BEAUTY  SALON 

DUNDALK    SURPLUS   STORE 

PHONE   16               DUNDALK 

Dundalk  -  Phone  247 

NEW  CENTURY   RESTAURANT 

COMPLIMENTS   OF 

IRENE  MILLS,    PROP. 

FULL  COURSE  MEALS   -   LUNCHES 

AfTCHfSON'S 

TOBACCOS  AND  SOFT  'DRINKS 

DUNDALK              PHONE   18 

BARBER  SHOP 

DUNDALK  HERALD 

GORD.     AITCHISON 

'WANT  ADS' 

GENERAL  INSURANCE 

The  Market  Place  for  Live  Stock,  Implements'' 

and  What  Have  You 

AND 

Watch  The  Herald  for  Auction  Sales 

IMPERIAL  LIFE  ASSURANCE   CO. 

The  Herald  has  blanket  coverage  in  Dundalk's 

wide   market   area. 

PHONE   20                                                   DUNDALK 
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DUNDALK   DISTRICT 
CREDIT   UNION 

OUR  CREDIT  UNION  IS  OWNED  ENTIRELY 
BY  ITS  OWN  MEMBERS  AND  IS  OPERATED  BY 
AND  FOR  THEM  EXCLUSIVELY. 

ALL  SAVINGS  UP  TO  $2,000.00  ARE 
MATCHED  WITH  LIFE  INSURANCE,  AT  NO  AD- 
DITIONAL  COST  AND  AS  WELL  ALL  LOANS  ARE 
FULLY  COVERED  BY  LIFE  INSURANCE. 

WE  WOULD  BE  PLEASED  TO  DISCUSS  AN 
ACCOUNT  AND  ITS  BENEFITS  WITH  ANY  STUDENT. 
PERHAPS  WE  COULD  HELP  WITH  YOUR  FUTURE 
EDUCATION. 


THE 


J1 


cxall 


STORE 


AND 

Camera 


Corner 


Cosmetics  and  Toiletries 

BABY    NEEDS 

STOCK    REMEDIES 

BIOLOGICAL  PRODUCTS: 


KEn  HUTCH 

Pic-iciiptto-rt  Specialist 
PHONE   155  DUNDALK.    ONT. 


Drugs 


SUPPORT 


4 -H  CLUBS 


SPONSORED  BY 


THE 


Dundalk  District  Agricultural  Society 


,  8  55  _   I960 


HEAD 


HEAET 


HANDS 


HEALTH 


"TRAINING  IN  CDOD  CITIZENSHIP"  IS  THE  CHIEF  OBJECTIVE  OF  4-H  CLUB  TRAINING 
SEE  THE  "ACHIEVEMENTS"  ON  ACHIEVEMENT  DAY 
AT  DUNDALK  FAIR 
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Wm.  d.  tye 


HARDWARE 


BENJAMIN    MOORE   AND   O.P.W.    PAINTS 


GENERAL   HARDWARE   Be   APPLIANCES 


DUNDALK,  ONT. 


PHONE  190 


Compliments   of 


Underwood 


Typewriters 


Offices  in  all  Canadian  cities. 


Victoria  CJollcge 

in  the 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 

Founded  by  Royal  Charter  in  1836  "for  the  general  education  of  youth 
in  the  various  branches  of  Literature  and  Science  on  Christian  Principles." 

As  one  of  the  Federated  Colleges  in  the  Faculty  of  Arts  of  the  University 
of  Toronto,  Victoria  College  enrols  students  in  all  courses  leading  to  the 
degrees  of  Bachelor  of  Arts  and  Bachelor  of  Commerce  and  preparatory  to 
admission  to  the  schools  of  Graduate  Studies,  Divinity,  Education,  Law  and 
Social  Work. 

In  the  Annesley  Hall  Women's  Residences  accommodation  is  available  for 
women  students  of  Victoria  College.  In  the  Victoria  College  Residences 
accommodation  is  available  for  men  students  of  the  College. 

Men  and  Women  in  Residence  may  be  assisted 
through  Residence  Bursaries. 

For  full  information,  including  calendars  and  bulletins, 
apply  to  the  Registrar,  Victoria  College,  Toronto. 
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DUNDALK    MOTORS 

WM.  STOCKS 

Chevrolet          Oldsmobile           Chev  Trucks 

YOUR  J.  I.  CASE  DEALER 

Allis-Chalmers  Tractors 

PHONE  75                                         DUNDALK 

BE  ATT  Y  WASHERS                McLARY  STOVES 

HEMPHILL'S 

GARAGE 

EXPERT   REPAIRS                     SUPERTEST   PRODUCTS 

DUNDALK 

PHONE  79 

Dundalk           -           Phone  127 

Dundalk  Farmers' 

Co-operative 

We  appreciate  your  business 

and  want  you  well  satisfied. 

We  have  built  an  addition  to  the  mill  for  ef- 

ficiency in  handling  feed  to  better  serve  our  patrons, 

by  cutting  handling  charges  and  offer  top  quality 

feeds  at  the  lowest  possible  price. 

DUNDALK  CO-OPERATIVE  CAN  SUPPLY  YOUR 

COMPLETE  NEEDS  IN  GROCERIES,  MEAT,  HARD- 

• 

WARE,  DRY  GOODS,  GAS  AND  OILS,  COAL 

AND  FEEDS,  OLIVER  MACHINERY  /ND  ALL  TYPES 

OF  FERTILIZERS. 
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The 


Canadian  Bank 
Of  Commerce 


The  following  services  are  ^available 
at  every  Branch: 


DEPOSIT    ACCOUNTS  - 
Current,  Savings  and  Personal  Chequing. 

Interest  is  currently  paid  on  savings  accounts  at  the 
rate  of  2%%  per  annum,  calculated  on  the  minimum 
quarterly  balance. 


We  would  be  pleased  to  have  you  call  and  discuss 
your  banking  requirements  with  us. 


LOANS  - 

COLLECTIONS  - 

MONEY    ORDERS  - 

REMITTANCES  - 

TRAVELLERS  CHEQUES  - 
Canada  and  Abroad 

FARM    IMPROVEMENT    LOANS 

PERSONAL   LOANS - 


J.  A.  MURRAY,   MANAGER,   DUNDALK  BRANCH 


TRY 


DUNDALK  BRAND  CREAMERY  BUTTER 


USED  BY 


DUNDALK  DISTRICT  HIGH  SCHOOL  CAFETERIA 
AND  MANUFACTURED  BY 

UNITED  DAIRY  and   POULTRY 

CO-OPERATIVE 
Dundallc        Creamery  Branch 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 


CANADIAN  LEGION,  B.E.S.L. 


BRANCH  NO.  285 


DUNDALK 
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COMPLIMENTS  OF  WELLWOOD'3 
BARBER 
SHOP 


Compliments  of 


STELLA'S 


BEAUTY 


SALON 


Dundallc 


Phone   322 


COMPLIMENTS 


OF 


WALLACE  J.  WELLWOOD 


PAINTING  AND  DECORATING 


DUNDALK       PHONE  390 


J\    CouuMf 


GAS      STATION 


.--SHELL 
--CAR  REPAIRS 
--LUNCH  COUNTER 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


J)aJud  ~]>ojJu-t/ 


FOR         HEALTH 


and 

KEEP       SHIP       SHAPE 

QUALITY  PASTEURIZED  PRODUCTS 


DUNDALK   -  FLESHERTON   -  SHELBURNE 
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COMPLIMENTS    OF 


Slierrttts'  Jkabks  mib  ^iHen's  JLUear 


YOUR  STORE  OF  QUALITY  AND  STYLE 


DUNDALK 


PHONE    201 


f  IHKtHlfll  » 

,£sso 


MARVELUBE  OILS, 
GASES,  GEAR  OILS, 
AND  PETROLEUM 
SPECIALTIES 


ELMER  LANGDON 

YOUR  FARM  TRADE  AGENT 
PHONE  78  OR  169 


GASOLINE 
STOVE  OIL 
FURNACE  OIL 
DIESEL  FUEL 


EVERETT  H.  NEITHERCUT 


INSURANCE 


GENERAL  -  LIFE 


DUNDALK 


PHONE  82 


COMPLIMENTS  OF 


Seeley    and    Arnill 


DUNDALK 


PHONE  76 


FOR  A  BETTER  BUY  IN  A  USED  CAR  OR  TRUCK,  BE  SURE  TO  SEE  OUR-{££WOR  OTHER  SELECTIONS 


52 


COMPLIMENTS 
OF 


MEN'S  AND  BOYS'  WEAR 


OWEN  SOUND 


QUEEN'S  UNIVERSITY 
at 
KINGSTON 
Incorporated  by  Royal  Charter  -  1841 


Faculty  of  Arts  arid  Science: 


Faculty  Of  Applied  Science: 


Faculty  of  Medicine: 


Faculty  of  Law: 

School  of  Nurs-iiy: 

School  of  Commerce: 

C omb ine d  Course  in  Arts  and  Physical 


Courses  leading  to  the  General  B.A.  (three  years), 
the  B.A.  with  Honours  (four  years)  and  the  B.Sc. 
with  Honours  (four  years). 

Courses  leading  to  the  degree  of  B.Sc.  in  Chemistry, 
Geological  Sciences,  Physics;  and  in  Mining,  Metal- 
lurgical, Chemical,  Civil,  Mechanical  and  Electrical 
Engineering. 

Courses  leading  to  the  degrees  of  M.D.  and  M.Sc.(Med.); 
Diploma  of  Public  Health  and  Diploma  of  Medical 
Radiology. 

Courses  leading  to  the  degree  of  LL.B. 


Courses  leading  to  the  degree  of  B.N.Sc. 
Courses  leading  to  the  degree  of  B.Com. 


and  Health  Education: 


Courses  leading  to  the  B.A.,  B.P.H.E.  degrees. 


Graduate  Courses  in  Arts  and  Science,  Applied  Science  and  Medicine  leading  to  the 
degrees  of  M.A.,  M.Com.  M.Sc,  Ph.D.,  and  M.Sc.(Med.). 

Write  to  the  Registrar  for  Entrance  and  Matriculation  Scholarship  Bulletin. 
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BETTER 
THAN  A 

LONG  IVIEIVIORY 


RICHARDSON,     BOND     &     WRIGHT     LIMITED 


PRINTERS  • 

TORONTO  EM.   4-6154  • 


LITHOGRAPHERS  • 

OWEN  SOUND  FR.  6-8330  • 


BOOKBINDERS 
MONTREAL  WE.   7-2351 


Strong  and  honourable  traditions  provide  the 

foundation  of  firm  training  in  leadership 
expressed  today  in  the  motto  of  the  three 
Canadian  Services  Colleges:   Truth-Duty- Valour. 
Allied  to  the  prestige  of  the  past  is 
a  university  degree  education 

given  by  these  colleges  to  the  officer- 
cadets  of  Canada's  armed  forces.  Carefully 
selected  high  school  graduates  are  trained 
for  challenging  professional  careers  as 

officers  in  the  Navy,  Army  or  Air  force, 
for  the  responsibility  of  holding 

the  Queen's  Commission. 


Jb,<mveigfo 


Through  the  Regular  officer  Training 
Plan  (ROTP)  the  Department  of  Na 
tional  Defence  will  sponsor  a  limited 
number  of  qualified  high  school  gradu- 
ates to  obtain  a  university  degree  edu- 
cation, either  at  the  Canadian  Services 
Colleges  or  at  designated  Canadian 
universities.  Full  details  of  this  spon- 
sored education  can  be  obtained  with- 
out obligation  from  your  nearest  Armed 
Forces  Recruiting  Centre,  or  by  mail- 
ing this  coupon  now. 

'Closing  date  for  candidates  applying 
for  1960  fall  classes  is  1  July  I960'. 


|     Director  ROTP 

■     NDHQ,  OTTAWA,  Canada 

TS-60-3HSA 

|     Ptease  send  to  me  full  information 

on  the  Regular  Officer  Training  Plan 

1    Name    

■    Address     

1    City/Town    

|    Service  Choice                Navy  □ 

Army  □                Air  Force  □ 

GRADING  AND  CLEARING 
WELDING 


PHONE  4 


DUNDALK.ONT. 


CONGRATULATIONS 
AND 
BEST  WISHES 
TO 

D.D.H.S.   STAFF 
AND 
PUPILS 


MttfMrs,  dzrmetL  Vforry 


BARRY   MCAFEE 

SHELL 

Shell  Oils,  Gasoline 

Gases,  Gear  Oil,      Stove  Oil 
Other  specialities 

PHONE  193 


We  would  like  to  express  our  apprecia- 
tion to  all  those  who  advertised  in  the 
Torch,  and  to  Canada  Business  College  for 
their  contribution. 
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